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PROLOGUE. BEauty, likg Wit, can onely charm when new 

If there no merit then in being true ? 

Wit rather Jhou'd an eftimation hold 

With Wine, which is (l ill heft for being old. 

Judgement, in both, with vaft expence and thought, 

Ton from their native foil, from Path brought, 

I he drops that from that facred Sodom fall. 

Ton like indujhiom SpidersJuck^up all. 

Well might the French a Conqueft here deftgne. 

Were but their Swords as dangerous as their Wine,. 

Their Education yet is worfe than both 5 
They mak$ our Virgins Nuns, unman our Youth, 

We that don't know 'em, thin^em Monftcrs too y 
And will, becaufe we judge of 'em by you. 

You'll fay, this once was fo, but now you're grown 

So wife t'invent new Follies of your own : . 
Their flavifh imitations you difdain y 
A Pox of Fops that pur chafe fame with pain t 

You're no fuch Fools as firfl to mount a Wall. 

Or for your King and Country venture all, 

Withfuch-like grinning honour 'twas, perchance,. 

Your dull Forefathers firfi did conquer France l 

Whilfithey have fent us in revenge for thefe. 

Their Women, Wine, Religion, and Difeafe* 

Yet for Religion, it's not much will down. 

In this ungirt, unhleft, and mutinous Town, 

Nay, I dare fwear, not one of you in Seven 

E'rehadthe impudence to hope for Heaven, 

In this you're moded*■— 
But as to Wit, moft aim before their time y 
And he that cannot fpell, fets up for Rhitne: 

They're Sparks who are ofnoife and nonfence full. 

At Fifteen witty, and at Twenty dull y 
That in the Fit can huff, and talkhard word's. 

And briskly draw Bamboo injieadof Swords ; 
But never yet Rancounter con d compare 

To our late vigorous Tartarian War: 

Cudgel the Weapon was, the Pit the Fields- 

Fierce was the Heroe, and too brave to yield. 

But ft out eft hearts mu(l bow > and being well can'd. 

He crys. Hold, hold, you have the Vifiory gain'd 

All laughing call- 
Turn out the Rafcal, the eternal Blockhead, 

—Sounds, cry Tartarian, I am out of Pocket r 

Half Crown my Play, Six pence my Orange coft y 
Equip me that,. do-you the Conqueft boaft. 

For which, to be at eaje, a gatherings made. 

And out they turn the Brother of the blade*. 
—This is the fruits ofidlenefs and eafe. 

Heaven hlefs the King that keeps the Land in peace, 

Or hell be fmetlyferv'd by fuck as- thefe,i 
r 



Queen 

Orfames 

Cleomena 

Honoritts 

Olympia 
Ifmenis 

and 
Artabazes 

Fimante 

Arates 

S emir is 

Vallentio 

actors names. 
v a c i a n s. 

-« : of Dacia . 
Her Son, kept from his Infancy to a Caftle o a 

Lake, ignorant of his quality, and of all the 
World befides; never having feen any Humane 
tiling fave onely his old Tutor. 

His Sifter, bred up in War, and defignd to reign 
inftead of Orfames: the Oracle having foretold 
the bloudy Cruelties ftiould be committed du¬ 
ring his ftiort Reign, if ever fuffered to wear the 

General of the Army, and Uncle to Orfames and 

Cleomena. 
His Daughter, young and beautiful. 

-Two Rival Princes in love with Cleomena. 

> »• ^ # •* # 

A Fop-Courtier. 

A Courtier. 

Woman to Cleomena. 

A Colonel of the Army. 
Pages and Attendants. 

SCYTHIANS. 

of Scythia. 
His Son, under the name of Clemanthis, when on 

the DacianTide. 
A young Nobleman, belov’d by Therfander , and 

Lover of Vrania. 

Page to Therfander. 

In love with Amintas. 

A Shepherdefs. ■ 
Souldiers, Shepherds, Shepherdeftes, and a Rab¬ 

ble of the Mobile. 

SCENE, the Court of Dacia, between the two Armies juft before the Town. 
' THE 

King 

Therfander 

Amintas 

Lyfander 

‘Urania 

Lyces 
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ACT the Firft. 
N « » _ \ - 

Scene the Firft. zA (prove neer the Camp. 

Enter Pimante alone with Letters, 

Tim, » One! well, I have never the ill luck, I thank my Stars, to meet 
with any of thefe mighty men of Valour,- 
-Vallentio, Noble Colonel! 

Enter Valientio. > 
Vail, Fimante! Whe, what the Devil brought thee to the 

Camp ? 
Fim, Affairs, affairs- _ 
Vail, They muft be wondrous preffing that made thee venture » but the Fight¬ 

ing’s pah, and all the Noife over, every man of Fame gone to receive what’s due 
to his Merity and the whole Camp looks now like a City in a great Plague, no 
ftirring*— But prithee what’s thy bufinefs here } 

Fim' why. 1 brought Letters from the Queen to that fame mighty man of Prow¬ 
ers— what d’ye call him ? 

Vail, The brave ClemanthU f 
Fim, The fame— But Colonel, is he indeed fo very terrible a thing as Fame 

gives out ?— but (he was ever a notable Wag at Hiftory. 
Vail, How dare thy Coward-Thoughts venture upon any thing fo terrible as the 

remembrance of that Gallant man ? Is not his Name like Thunder to thy Ears ? 
Does it not make thee fhrink into thy felf ? 

B Fim. 
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z The young King : or, the Miftake. 

Vim. Lord, Colonel, why To hot ? ’tis the curfedft thing in the world to be thus 
con tin nail y us’d to fighting > why how uncivil it renders a man ? I fpeak by way 
of Queftioii. ’ ' 

Vail. Oh! how foft and wanton I could grow in the Defcription ! could make 
of him.— 
He merits all in Peace as well as War : 
Compos’d of Charms would take all Womankind, ~ 
As thofe of’s Valour overcome the Men. 

Vim. Well faid Pfaith, Colonel, but if he be fo fine a man, Why did you hot 
keep him here amongft you to do Execution-, on the Scythians ? for 1 think e’re 
long you’ll give ’em Battle. 

Vail. The General— whofe noble Life he fav’d, 
Us’d all his intereft with him, but; in vain: 
He neither cou’d oblige his flay i’th’ Caiiip, %■ v%\ 
Nor get him to the Court: Oh 1 were his quality 
But like his Adtions great, he were a man 
To merit Cleomena, 
Whofe VVorth and Beauty, as a thing Divine, 
I reverence: 
But I abhor the feeble Pyeignof Women > 
I t toretels the downfal of the nobleft Trade—Wat: 
Give me a man to lead me on to Dangers, 
Such as Clem ant hyi is, or as Or fames might have been*., 

Vim. Colonel, ’tis Treafon but to name Orfames, ^ much more to wifh he were us; 
King. ' v ' , ' , 

Vail. Not wifli he were ! by all thofc Gods T will, 
Who did confpire ’gainfl him in their Oracles. 
Not with him King ! yes, and may live to fee it. . 

Vim. What (hould we do with fuch a King ? The Gods fdretel he (hall be fierce 
and bloudy, a Ravither, a Tyrant o’re his People > his Pveign but (hort, and lb un¬ 
fit for Reign. 

Vail. The Gods ! Pie not truft them for a days Pay-— let them but give one 
a talk of his Reign, though but for an hour, and I’ll be converted to them. 

Vim. Betides, he is very ill bred for a King \ Te knows nothing of a world, can¬ 
not drefs himfelf, not ting,nor dance, or plays on any Mufick > ne’er faw a Woman, 
nor knows how to make ufe of one if he had her. There $ an old fufty Philofo-- 
pher that inftrudrs him s but ’tis in nothing that thall ever make a fine Gentleman 
of him : He teaches him a deal of Awe and Reverence to the Gods > and tells him 
that his natual Reaton’s fin—But, Colonel, between, you and I, he’ll no more of 
that Philofophie, but grows as Pullen as if you had the breeding, of him herej’th’ 
Camp. 

Vail. Thou tel fid me heavenly news v a King,a King again ! oh for a mutinous 
Rabble that would break the Prifon-walls and let Orfames free, both from hi§ Fet¬ 
ters and his Ignorance. 

Vim. There is a difeourfe at Court, that the Queen defigns to bring him. out* 
and try, how he would behave himfclf: but Pm none ot that Gouncel *, (he’s .like 

to 



The young King: or, the Miftafa. ~ J 
to make a fine Court on’t > we have enough in the Virago her Daughter, who, if it 
were not for her Beauty, one would fwear were no Woman, (he’s fo given to noife 
and fighting. 

Vail. I never faw her fince fhe was a Child, and then (he naturally hated Scy¬ 

thia. 
Pirn. Nay, (he’s in that mind dill: and thefupcrflitious Queen, who thinks that 

Crown belongs to Cleomena— 
Vail. Yes, that was the promife of the Oracle too. 
Pirn. Breeds her more like a General than a Woman: Ah how (he loves fine 

Arms ! a Bow, a Quiver ^ and though (he be no natural Amazon , (he’s capable of 
all their Martial Fopperies. 
—But hark > what noife is that ? [ Seng within. 

Vail. Tis what we do not u(e to heal.—- Stand by. 

SONG. 

1. 
Damon, I cannot blame your will, 
’Twos Chance and not Vefign did kill > 
For whilji you did prepare your Arms 
On purpofe Celia to fubdue, 
I met the Arrows as they flew, 
And fav*d her from their harms. 

2. 

Alas, (he could not mdkg returns, 
Who for a Swain already burns : 
A Shepherd who does her carefs 
With all the foft eft marks of Love, 

And ’tis in vain thou feekfft to move 

The cruel Shepherdefs. 

3* 

Content thee with this Vittory, 
Tm young and beautiful asJhe » 
Til makgtbee Garlands all the day. 
And in the Jhades will fit andfing. 
Til crown thee with the pride <?thy Spring 
When thou art Lord ot\? May. 

Enter Urania, drell gay— Lyccs a Shepherdefs 

Ly. Still as I fing you figh. 
Vran. I cannot hear thy Voice, and the returns 

The Ecchoes of thefe (hady Groves repeat, 1 
But I mull find fome foftnefs at my Heart; 

B 2 
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‘4 The young King : or, the Mtftake. 

Wou’d I had never known another Dwelling, 
But this too happy one where thou wert born. [ Sigtiu. 

Ly. You figh again : fuch things become none but unhappy Maids that are. for- 
faken •, your beauty is too great to fuffer that. 

Vra. No Beauty’s proof againft falfe perjur’d man. 
Ly. Is’t poilible you can have lbft your Love ? 
Vra. Yes, pretty Maid, canfi tell me any tidings of him ? 

N. Ly. I cannot tell > by what marks do you know hitif£ 
Vra, Why by thefeA. tempting,Face and lhape ^ 

A Tongue bewitching, foft, and Breath as fvveet 
As is the welcome Breeie rhatdoes reftore 
Life to man half kill'd with heat before :, . 
But has a Heart as falfe as Seas in Calms, 
Smiles firft to tempt, then mines with its Storms. 

Ly. Oh fair Vrania ! there are many more. 
So like your Love, it’ fuch a one he be, 
That you would take each Shepherd to be he: 
’Tis grown the falhion now to be forfworn •, 
Oaths are like Garlands, made of fine ft Flowers, 
Wither alToon as fin idl’d •> 
They change their Loves as often as their Scrips, 
And lay their MiltrefTes afide like Ribbons 
Which they themfelves have fullied,. 

Tim. Gad I’ll venture in— 
VaU. Fair Women, and fo near the Camp V 

W’hat are ye, and from whence ? 
Tim. Ha!; 5tis no matter for that’, ask no Queftions,But fall to* [_Goes toLyces. 
Vra.'Vrh not afham’d to tell thee one or t’other v. 

l am a Maid, and one of gentle birth, 
A Scythian born, and Enemy to thee, 
Not as thou art a Man, but Friend to Vacicu 

VaU. What fin have I committed,that fo fair a creatufe (hould become my Ene~ 
my } but fmee you are fo, you muft be my Prifoner, unlefs your Eyes prevent~me2 
and make me yours. 

Tim. How, take a woman Prifonenl I hope you’re a finer Gentleman .than io*. 
VaU. But, Madam, do not fear •, for I'will ufe you 

As well as fuch a man as Lean do. 
Vra. Though thou be’ft rougb^hou haft a Noble look, 

And l believe my treatment will be gentle. 
VaU. Fair Maid, this confidence is brave in thee > 

And though I am not ufed to make returns 
Unlefs in Thunder on my Enemies, 
Yet name the way, and I will ftrive to ferveyom 

Vra. Then Sir, I beg not you would fet me free, v 1 ‘ 
Nor yet retain me here a Prifoner \ / 

lutas.thou’rt brave, condudmeto theCaftleon the;Lake„ ■" * • = - f 

, ' f ’ ’ .Where 



5 y . fheyoung King: or, the Miftake. 
Where young Amintas lies, the fpoil of War; 

Vail. Amintas, Madam, is a gallant Youth, 
And merits more from Fortune than his Chains > 
But I could wi(h (fince i have vow’d to ferve you ) 
You would command me fomething 
Worthy your Beauty and that Pvefolution. - • - — 

Vra. There is no other way to do me fervice.. , T 
Vail. Then moft willingly I will obey you. 
Vra. But, Sir, I beg this Virgin may depart, 

Being a Dacian, and a neighbouring Villager. 
Vail. All your Commands (hall (briefly be obeyM* 
Pirn, Pox on her, (he’s coy, and let her>go: Well Colonel1 

I doubt you’ll be for the Queen by and by. 
Vra. Here— take this Jewel as a part of payment ' r ' c h j 

For all thy goodnefs to an unknown Maid. ! [7o Lyces. 
And if By chance lever fee thee more,. 
Believe me, Lyces, I. will quit the fcore.. £E;vif Lyces weeping;* 

f Exeunt*. 
' C'v ‘ ' 4 . % . ■ t * 

SCENE the Second. A Grove of Trees., 

Within the Scence lies Therlander flee ping, his Cap and Feather at at 

diftance from him. 

Enter Cleomena drefi likg an Amazon with a Bow inher hand, and a Quiver of At” - 
rows at her hac\, with Semiris attired Higher* 

Cleo. I’m almoft tired with holding outthe chafe.. 
Sem. That’s ((range 1 methought your Highnefs followed not fo fad to day as IB 

have feen ^ou heretofore. f 
Cleo. I do not ufe to leave the Game unvanqui(h’d, 

Yet now by what ((range inclination led . 
I know not, 
The fport growing dull, I wiftt’d to meet a place. 
Far from the.noife and bufinefs of the day : 
Haft thou ti’d faft my Horfes ? 

Sem. Madam, 1 have. 
Cleo. What place is this, Semiris ?1 , 
Sem. J know not, Madam, but ’tis wondrous pleafant! 
Cleo. How much more charming are the works of Nature. 

Than the productions of laborious art! 
Securely here the wearied Shepherd (leeps, 
Guiltlefs of any fear, but the difdain. 
His cruel Fair procures him y 

/ Hovw 
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Tk? young King ; 

How many Tales the Ecchoes of thefe Woods 
Cou’d tell of Lovers if they wou’d betray, 
That ileal delightful hours beneath thdrSha^les • 

Sem. You’d rather hear’em epcho back the found 
Of Horns and Dogs, or the fierce noife of War. 

Cleo. You charge me with the faults of Education, 
That couzening form that vails the face of Nature, 
But does not fee what’s hid within, Semiris: 
I have an Heart all fcft as thine, all woman, 
Ape to melt down at every tender objed : 
—Oh Semiris! there’s a ftrangc phange within me. 

Scm. How, Madam ! - ’ u>. , ' 
?Cleo. 1 would thou knew’it if, 

Till now I durft do any thing— but fear, 
Yet now I tremble with the thoughts of telliiig thee 
What none but thou mult know— I am in loye. 

Sem. Why do you bluih, my Princefs, ’tis no (in» 
But, Madam, who’s the happy glorious objed ? 

Cleo. Why ? canfi thou not guefs then } 
Scm. How is it poffible I Ihould ? 
Cleo. Oh Gods! not guefs theman, 

Or, rather think fome God I Dull ftupid Maid, 
Haft thou not heard of fometlvng more than mortal? 
’Twixt Humane and Divine ! our Countries Genius, 
Or a young God of War ! not heard of him! 

Sem. ’Tis npt Prince Art4baces, or IJmenes ? 
Cleo. Away, thou angerft me. 
Sem. Pardon me, Madam, 

It can be none at Court, if none of thefe j 
And all befides,are much below that glory. > 

Cleo. What call’ft thou much below ? miftaken thing* 
Can a gay name give Virtue, Wit, or Beauty ? 
Can it gain Conqueft, or in Fields or Courts ? * 
No nor defend its own fantaftick owner. 
—Come, guefs again. 

Sem. I can guefs no further than a mam, and that ¥m fUre he is 
Cleo. I know not— 

For yet I never faw him, but in*$ Charader, 
Unlefs fometimes in Dreams. 

Sem. k’t not enough he conquers where he comes, 
3 ut that his Fame prevents his Sword and Eyes ? 
Perhaps his perfon may not be agreeable v 
The beft in Camps are not the belt in Courts. V ~ 

Cleo. So brave a mind mu ft have as brave an ouffide* 
-My Uncle’s Lettets from the Camp contain 

Nothing but wonders of his worth and valour, 



The young King; or, the Mifiake. ; ' ; 
And Yis impoffible but fuch a man , . j . 
Muft merit Love as well as admiration. 

Sem. Does he not come to Court ? - , 
* • •' ■' S * ‘ ■ * - i > ■ J 

Cleo. The Queen has made him many invitations 5 r.; 
But he, for fome unknown, and cruel caufe, 
Humbly implores her pardon for refufing, 
;Nor can the General learn his quality. 
But like his deeds,believes it muft be great. 1 

Sem. ’Tis moft likely i but I (hould never, fall in love with Fame alone., 
Cleo. I hope it is not Love—but ftrange euriofitie 

To fee this brave Unknown— And' yet I fear— 
I’ve hid this new impatience of my Soul, 
Even from thee, till it grew too importunate v \ < 
And ftrove by all my lov’d divertifements '" i. i 
To chafe it from my Bofom, but in vain ! h < 
3Tistoo great for little Sports to conquer, 
The Mufick of the Dogs difpleas’d to day. 
And I was willing to retire with thee, 
To let thee know my ftory: 
And this lone Shade, as if defign’d for Love, >- 
Is fitted to be confiftous of my crime: 4 
—Therefore go feek a Bank where we may. fit, 
And I will figh whilftthou (halt pity me. \-~Stands withher Amr acroj},. 

Sem. See,Madam,what I7ve found! [Sem. loob^ about, finds the Cap and Feathers* 
Cleo. ’Tis a fine Plume, and well adorn’d, 

I And, muft belong to no uncommon man : 
—And look, Semiris, where its Owner lies*— 
-—Ha! he deeps, tread foftly left you wakehirft: 
—Oh Gods! who’s this with fo divine a Shape ? 

Sem, His Shape is very well. 
Cleo. Gently remove the Hair from off his Face, [Stnuputs bac\his baii>% 

And fee if that will anfwer to the reft : 
—All lovely ! all furpizing ! oh my Heart, 
How thou betray ft the weaknefs of our Sex V 
—Look on that Face where Love and Beauty dwells--- 
And though his Eyes be (hut, tell me, Semiris, 
Has he not wonderous Charms ?• 

Sem. Yes, Madam s and I wou’d excufe you if you (hould now (fall in Iove,here’s 
fubftance •, but that fame Paftion for Fame alone, 1 do not like. 

Cleo. Ah do not call my blufties to my Face, 
But pardon all my weaknefs: 
May not my Eyes have leave to gaze a while h 
Since after this, there’s not another objed: 
Can merit their attention— ^ 
—But I’ll no longer view that pleafing form— [Turns from himy. 
—And yet Lve loft all power of removing— [2 urns and gazes. 

Even., 
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Twetvnow I was in love with meer Report, 
With Words, with empty Noife > * ’ 
And now chat Flame, like to the breath that blew it, » 
Is vanidt’d into Air, and in its room 
An Gbjedfc quite unknown, unfam’d, unheard of 
Informs my Soul: how ealily ’tis conquered! 

(How angry am I with my Deftiny 1 
Till now, with much difdain i have beheld-*— * 
The red of all his Sex, and (hall I here 
Rehgn a Heart to one I mull not love ? * ■ 
Muir this be he muft kill the King of Scythia ? 
For I mull lay no claim to any other : 
'Grant, oh ye Gods, who play with Mortals thus, 
That him for whom you have defign’d your Slave 
May look like this Unknown, • i ■ i 
And I’ll be ever grateful for the bounty > 
— But thefe are vain imaginary Joys* [Therfander rifes, andgaze^ 

‘Tberf. —Am I awake, or do my Dreams prefent me 
Idea’s much more bright and conquering 
Than e’er approach’d my waking fenfe by far ? 
—Sure ’tis Diana, theGoddefs of thefe VVoods, 
That beauty and that drefs confirm mentis y 
—GreajGoddefs, pardon an unlucky Stranger, 
The erfours he commits ’gainft your-Divinity, 
Who, had he known this Grove had Sacred been, 
He vyou’d not have prophan’d it by his prefeneft 

Cleo. Rife, Sir, I am no Deity, ~ 
Or ifl were, I could not be offended • 
To meet fo brave a man—Gods, how he looks! 

Tberf. Gan you be mortal! • 
What happy Land contains you ? or what men 
Are worthy to adore you ? 

Cleo. I find you are a ftranger to this place," 
You elfe had known me to bcCleomena. 

Tberf. The Princefs Cleomena ! my mortal Enemy 1 
Cleo. You feem difpleas’d at the knowledge of my Namec. 

But, give me leave to tell you, yours on me 
Would have a another fenfe. ** - • 'i* *■ < 

Tberf. The knowledge of your Name has not difpleafed me *, 
But, Madam, I had fooner took you for 
The Soveraign of the world than that of Dacia \ 
Nor ought you to expedt lefs Adoration 
From all that world, than thofe who are born your Slaves * 
—And among!! thofe devout ones number him 
Whofe happy fate conducted to your Feet, 
And who’ll elteem himfelf more fortunate, 

[Kneels* 

[Rifes. 

[Afide. 

[Kneels. 
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£.Afide. 
(Raijes him• 

TTetfiwg: or, the Miftake, 

If % that.little fervice he had rendred you, 
Clemanthis Name have ever reach’d your Ear. 

Cleo. Clemanthis ! what cou’d the Gods do more, 
To make me ever blefs’d!—Rife noble Youth— 
Cou’dft thou falute me Miftrils of the world, 
Or bring me news of conqueft over Scythia, 
It wou’d not reach fo kindly to my Soul, 

. As that admir’d illuftrious name of thine ; 
This Crown’s in debt to your all-conquering Sword , 
And I’m the tfioft oblig’d to make Returns, 
Which if you knew me, fure you would not doubt, 
If fo thofe Favours you’ve already done us, ; . 
You’ll add one more, and go with me to Court. 

Tberf. To th’ Court! to th’ utmoft bounds of all the Univerfe, 
At your command, through dangers worfe than Death, 
I’d flie with hafty Joy— 
Tike Gods, do but decree, and be obey’d. 

Sem. Madam, the Company we left are coming this way, and with them Prince 
Honor ius. ' . -- 

Therf. The General here fo foon! [Afide. 
'Enter Honorius,Ifmenes, Women and, Hmtfmen. 

Cleo. Welcome, victorious Uncle. [Hon. Kijfes Cleo.’s hand. 
Hon. Madam, I heard the noife of Horns and Dogs, 

And thought your Highnefs was abroad to day 
Following the cry, it brought me to this Company 
Who were in fearch of you, and ’twasmy duty to attend them. 
—My gallant Friend Clemanthis here! 
This was above my hopes: let me embrace thee,-* 
And tell thee with What joy I find thee in the prefence \ 
Of my fair Niece, who muft prevail upon you 
To wait on her to Court \ what I cou’d not intreat, let her command. 

'Therf. where Duty and my Inclination leads me. 
There needs no invitation. 

Cleo, Already, Unde, he has promis’d it. 
Ifm. Sir, is this the man to whom all Dacia is fo much obliged } 
Hon. This is that gallant man whole fingle valour 

Has gain’d the Vidory over the Nomades, 
Who kill’d their King, and (catter’d all their Forces i 
And when my feeble ftrength ( which Age and Wars 
Had made unfit for mighty Toyls ) grew faint, 
Hev like JEneas, bore my aged Limbs 
Through all the fiery dangers of the Battle. 

TberflfT00 much you’ve faid to my advantage, Sir, 
Robbing the Gods and Fortune of their glory. 

Ifm. Rank me amongft your Captives ? for I find 
Whether you fight, or not, you mult be Vidor. [Embraces Thsrf 

C "Enter 
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Enter Vallentio, Urania, Pimante: Val. kfels, and delivers Urania to the Princefi. 

Clio, What new encounter’s this ? 
Vail. I need not ask where I (hould pay my duty > 

My wonder will diredt me to your feet. 
Cleo. Wh • knows the man that makes me fuch a prefent > 
Hon. Madam, he is an Officer of mine, 

A worthy gallant fellow \ 
But one that hardly knows what Cities are. 
But as h’as view’d ’em through their batter’d Walls, 
And after joyn’d ’em to your Territories. 

Cleo, Rife, high in her efteem that loves a Souldien [Bexifes. 
Val}, I need fay nothing for my Prifoner, Madam, 

Whofe looks will recommend her : only this, 
It was againft my will I made her fo. 
Who ne’er refus’d, till then, to take your Enemies. 

Thcrf, It lsVrania,(ht\\ know me, and betray me. \_Afide* 
Cleo, Say, lovely Maid, whom, and from whence thou art ? ,v 
Vra. A Scythian, Madam, and till now your Foe. 
Tim. Aye, Madam, we took her, we took her. 
Cleo. So fair an one mud merit my efteem ; 

I hope there are not many fuch fine Creatures 
Brought into th’Camp againft: us •, if there be, r 
The Scythians cannot doubt of Vi&ory. 
—Thy Name and bufinefs here ? ' 

Vra. Vrania, Madam— 
* 

My, fiory were too tedious for your Ear, 
Nor were it fit t (hould relate it here. 
—But ’tis not as an Enemy ! come, 
3Tis rather, Madam, to receive my doom * 
Nor am I by the chance of War betray’d. 
But 5tis a willing Captive I am made : 
Your Pity, not your Anger I (hall move, 
When I confefs nay fault is onely Love: 
Love to a Youth who never knew till now 
How to fubmit, nor cou’d to ought but you: 
—His Liberty for Ranfom you deny \ 
I dare not fay that this is cruelty, 
Since yet you may be pleas’d to give me leave 
To die with him with whom I muft not live. 

Therf. Excellent Maid! what generofity her Love has taught her ? . - [Afide, 
Cleo, That you efteem me, cruel is unkind. 

But faults of Lovers muft: forgivenefs find : 
Amintas Chains had far more eafie been, 
Had he been lefs a Favourite to his Kings 
—But you, Vrania, may perhaps redeem 
That Captive which I wou’d not render then** 
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Vra. Madam, this bounty wou’d exceed belief, 

But you too genhous are to mock my grief: 
And when you (hall m unhappy ftory learn, 
’Twill juftifie thy Tears, and your concern. 

Cleo. I need no Arguments for what I do, 
But that I will, and then it muft be fo. 

Vra. The Prince of Scythia in the Camp of Dacia / 
If I could be miftaken in that form, 
I’d hate my Eyes for thus deluding me: 
But HeaVen made nothing but Amintas like him. [_AJlde. 

Cleo. Come, let’s to Court, by this the Queen expe£ts us : 
—You my fair Prifoner muft along with me: [Tzfys her hand. 
—'Thy hand, Clew ant hif, too— Now tell me, Uncle, [Xahs him with the o- 
—What Scythian that beholds me thus attended, ther hand, 

Would not repine at my felicity, 
Having fo brave a Friend, fo fair an Enemy. [ Exeunt. 

ACT the Second. 

Scene the Firft. id Caftle or Trifon on the Sea, 
% 

After a little playing on the Lute—- — 

Enter Orfames with his Arms acrofs looking melancholy, followed hy Geron with a Lute 
in his hand. 

Orf. T Do not like this Mufick b 
* JL It pleafes me avt firft, 

But every touch thou giv’ft that’s foft and low 
Makes fuch impreffions here. 
As puzzles me beyond Philofophie 
To find the meaning of b 
Begets ftrange notions of I know not what, 
And leaves a new and unknown thought behind it. 
That does difturb my quietnefs within. 

Ger. You were not wont to think (o. 
Orf* ’Tis true-*- 

But fince with time grows ripe and vigorous. 
And will be active, though but ill employ’d. 
—Geron, thou’ft often told me, 
That this fame admirable frame of Nature, 

C 2 This 
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This order and this harmony of things, 
Was worthy admiration, 
—And yet thou fay ft all men are like to us*.; 
Poor, infignificant Philofophers. 
I, to my felf could an Idea frame, 
Of man, in much more excellence. 
Had I been Nature, I had varied ihll,> 
And made fuch different characters of men, 
They (houldhave bow’d and made a God of mef_ 
Ador’d, and thank’d me for their great creation : 
—Now, tell me, who’s indebted to her bounties ? 
Whofe needlcfs bleftings we defpife, not praife. 

Ger. Why, what wou’d you have done had you beenNature ? 
Orf Some men I woud have made with mighty Souls, 

With thoughts unlimited by Heaven or Man *, 
I wou’d have made ’em —as— thou p.ai,nf ft the Gods* 

Ger. What to have done ? 
Orf. To have had dominion o’er the letter world, 

A fort of men with low fubmiflive Souls, 
That barely fhould content themfelves with life. 
And fhould have had tlfinfirrajties of men, 
As fear, and awe, as thou haft of the Gods i 
And thofe I wou’d have made as numberlefs 
As'Curls upon, the face of yonder Sea> 
Of which each blaft drives Millions to the Shoar, 
Which vanifhing, make room for Millions more. 

Ger. But what if rhefe, fo numerous, though fo humbly . 
Refufe obedience to the mighty few ? 

Orf. I would deftroy them, and create anew.* 
--Haft not obferv’d the Sea } 
Where ev’ry-Wave thathaftens to the Bank, 
Though in its angry courfe it overtake a thoufand petty ones. 
How unconcern’d ’twill triumph o’er their ruine, 
And make an eafie paffage to the Shore,— 

Ger. Which in its proud career ’twill-roughly kifs,_ 
. And then ’twill break to nothing. 

Orf Why, thou and I, though tame and peaceable. 
Are mortal, and muft unregarded fall: 
—Oh that thought ! that damn’d refiftlefs thoughtt. 
Methinks it haftens fate before its time, 
And makes me wifh for what I fain wou’d fhun. 

Ger. Appeafe your felf with thoughts of future blifs. 
Orf Future blifs! the Dreams of lazy Fools s 

Why did my Soul take habitation here, 
Here in this dull una&ive piece of Earth ! ‘ v 
Why did it not take wing in its Creation^ 

. . # 
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And foar above the hated bounds of this ? 
What does it lingring here ? 

Ger. To make it felf fit for that glorious end 
’Twas firft defign’d for,— 
By patient fuffering here. . r _ r 

Otf. But Geron, ftill to live! ftill thus to live ": 
In expectation of that future blifs, v , . ,#j ' 
(Though I believ’d it) is a fort of vertue 
I find the Gods have not infpir’d me with. 

Ger. Philofophie will teach you, Sir— 
Orf. Not to be wife, or happy— 

I’ll hear no more of your Philofophie,,., 
•—Leave me —For I, of late defire to be without thee* ,, 

Ger. This difobedience, Sir, offends the Gods-r- 
Orf. Let ’em do their worft, 

For l am weary of the life they gaye., 
Ger* He grows too wife to he impos’d upon,, 

And I unable, to withftand his reafons.—- [Gw* goes out. 

[Orf. lies down on the grounds 
Enter Urania,- and Keeper. 

Keeper. This Ring is fufficient warrant, and the Path on your right hand will 
lead you to the Lord Amintas— but have a care you advance no further that 
way.— 

Vra. What ftrange diforder does poffefs my Soul ! / 
And how my bloud runs (hivering. through my Veins, 
As if alas’t had need of all its aid, 
At this encounter with my dear Amintas.- 

Orf. Ha ! what noife is that ?. [He rouzes* 
Vra. I heard a voice that way—or elfe it was the fear 

This gloomy place poffeffes all that enter it; 
—Stay, I was forbad that walk— 
—Heay’ns !. I have forgot which ’twas,-! (hould have taken, 
I’lLcall my Love to guide me Amintas, Amintas— 

Orf. What voice is that ? 
Methought it had more fweetnefs in’t than Gerons— - 
—Ha—whaYcharming thing art thou ?■ 

Vra. *Tis not Amintas— yet I (hould not fear,. 
He looks above the common rate of men.. 

\j£$ep *er exiti 

[JKifeSy gazes, then runs 
fiercely to 

—Sir, can you dire# my way-- *. 
To find a Prifoner out they call . Amintas ? 

Orf —Oh Gods! it fpeaks,and fmiles, and ads like me.! 
It is a man, a wonderous lovely man ! 
Whom Nature made to pleafe me. 
—Fair thing, pray fpeak again: 
Thy Voice has Mulick in’t that does exceed' : 
All Gerons Lutes, pray blefs my Ears again* 
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Vra. Sir, as you’re Noble, as you are a Gentleman, 

Inftrudl me where to find my Lord Amintas. 
Orf Bright Creature! fure thou wert born i’th’ upper world,. 

Thy Language is not what we pradlife here > 
Speak on, thou harmony to every Sfenle, 
Ravifti my Ear as well as fight and touch. 

Vra, Surely he’s mad— nay,Sir,you muft not touch me. 
Orf Perhaps thou art fome God defcended hither, 

And earn’d to punifh, not to blefs thy Creatures * 
Inftrudfc me how to adore you fo,_ 
As to retain you here my houftiold-God, 
And 1 and Geron ftill will kneel and pray to you, 

Vra. Alas, I am a woman. 
Orf A Woman ! what’s that ? 

Something more powerful than a Deity \ 
For fure that word awes me not lefs than t’other. 

Vra. What can he mean—- oh 1 (hall die with fear-'- 
—Sir, I muft leave you. 

Orf Leave me! oh no, not for my future being! 
You needs muft live with me, and I will love you > 
I’ve many things that' will invite you to’t: 
I have a Garden compafs’d round with Sea, 
Which ev’ry day (hall fend frefti Beauties forth, 
To make thee Wreaths to crown thy fofter Temples* 
Geron (hall deck his Altars up no more > 
The gawdy Flowers (hall make a Bed for thee. 
Where we will wanton out the heat o’th’ day--- 
What things are thefe, that rifeund fall fo often ? 
Like Waves, blown gently up by dwelling Winds > 
Sure thou haft other wonders yet unfeen. 
Which thefe gay things malicioufly do hide. 

Vra. Alas, I am undone, what (hall I do ?— 
Orf —Nature, thy condudf’s wife ! nor could thy favours 

Begiv’n to one more apprehenfive of ’em ! , - 
—Say,lovely Woman! fori am all on fire, 
Impatient of delay, 
Can you inftrudt me what I am to do? 
Undrefs, and let me lead thee to my Bed. 

Vra' (Alas, Sir, what to do? defend me HeavVi! 
Orf Why, I will hold thee— thus, between my Arms, 

—I’ll fee thee deep, and wonder at thy form, 
—Then wake thee to be gazing on thy Eyes, 
—Andfomething more— but yet I know not what, 

Vra. His whole difeourfe amazes me, 
And has more ignorance than madnefsiirt; 

— •But how (hall I get free ? 

[Retires andhows* 

[Afdn 

Touches her Breads* 

[Afide* 

£Sighs* 

[Af.de* 

0 rfa. 
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Orf. Thou grow’ft impatient too, come, let us in— [Goes to take her in * Jhc 
Vra. Hold ofl[ you are too rude. ft rives to get free \heftmggles with her. 
Orf. This is the prettieft play I e’er was at, 

But I ftiall gain the better.— [lakes her in loti arms to carry her off. 
Vra. Help, help., - 

Enter Amintas z/z Fetters. 
Amin. A womans voice!— Villain, unhand the Lady. ' 
Orf. Ha! what new thing art thou ? 
Amin. One fent from Heav’n to punilh Ravifhers.— [Snatches Ura. while 
Orf Thou’fi call’d up an unwonted pailion in me, Orf, vs gazing on him. 

And thefe be the effects on’t-— [Orf. ftrikgs him : they ftruggle and fall. 
' ^ f • ■. > ' * ' • • i *>' »- i - - ■> ‘ * £ f' < « 1 

Enter Geron. 
Ger. Hah ! what’s the matter here ? a woman too! , - 

We are undone— Madam, I pray retire—- [Ura.gtfe/ into Amin. Apartment» 
For here’s no fafety for your Sex. 

Vra. I gladly take your Counfel. 
Orf. What art thou ? - 
Amin. That which I feem to be. 
Orf. Then thou’rt a God •, for till I faw a woman, 

1 never faw a thing fo fine as thou v 
And ’tis but juft thou (hould’ft be more than mortal, 
Thatdurft command that Creature from my Arms. 

Amin. It is the King— I know it by his Innocence and Ignorance—- [AJtde* 
—Rife, I befeech you, Sir, and pardon me* 

Orf. Sure I could live a year with looking on thee *5 ; 
—But where’s the Creature call’d it felfaWoman ? * 

Ger. What woman,Sir? 
Orf. Ha ! Geron, where’s the woman ? 
Ger. What do you mean, Sir ? 
Orf. The Heavenly woman ! that was here but now. 
Ger. I faw none fuch, nor know I what you mean. 
Orf. Not what I. mean ? thou could’ft not be fo dull: 

What is’t that I have ftrove for aTthis while ? * 
Amin. 1511 leave him too, my prefence may be hurtful. 

And follow the Lady that’s fled to my Apartment. ’• [Amin. Exit* 
Orf Go, fetch the woman, or by Heaven I’ll fling thee into the Sea* ..; 1 • ■ > 
Ger. I muft delude him. [Aftde. 
Orf Fly,why ftayft thou dully here ? and bring the woman* 
Ger. Sure you are Frantick. 
Orf. I am fo, and thou (halt feel th’effedfo* on’t, 

Unjefs thou render back that lovely Creature. 
Ger. Oh ! this is perfedt madnefs, Sir, you are lofl y ,; 

Call back your Noble Temper, and be calm. 
Orf No, there’s a furious Tempeft in my foul, 

Whjch nothing can allay but that fine thing* 

G er9 ; 
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Ger. Hear reafon yet— no Humane being can get entrance here •? 
Look round this Caftle, and no other Objed 
Will meet your Eyes, but a watery Wildernefs, 
And diftant and unhabitable Lands : 
—What Airy Vifion has poffefs’d your fancy ? 
For luch the Gods fometimes afflid men with. 

Orf. Ha ! an Airy Vifion !— oh but it cannot be ? 
By all that’s good, ’twas real Flefh and Bloud. 

Ger. And are you fare you were awake ? 
Orf. As thou art now. 
Ger.y Then ’twas an Apparition. 
Orf. Away,—thou’ft often told me of fuch fooleries, 

And I as often did reprove thee for’t. 
Ger. From whence, or how fhould any living thing get hither ?' 
Orf. It dropt, perhaps, from Heaven, or how I know not j 

But here it was, a folid living thing: 
You might have heard how long we talk’d, together. 

Ger. I heard you talk, which brought me to this place, 
And found you ftruggling on the ground alone: 
But what you meant I know not. 

Orf —’Tis fo— I grant you that it was a Vifion —— 
-How ftrong is Fancy!—yet—it is impoffible— 
Have I not yet the mufick of its words ? 
Like anfwering Ecchoes lefs’ning by degrees, 
Inviting all the yielding fenfe to follow '•> 
Have not my Lips (that fatally took in-- 
Unreft from ev’ry touch of that fair Hand ) 
The fweet remains of warmth receiv’d from thence, 
Befides the unerring witnefs of my eyes ? 
And can all thefedeceive me? tell me, can they?; f 

Ger. Moft certainly they have. 
Orf. Then, let the Gods take back what they fo vainly gave. 
Ger. Ceafe to offend,and they will ceafe topunifh. 
Orf. Bur why a Woman ? cou’d they fecure my^Faith 

By nothing more affliding? 
Ger. Shapes divine are moft perplexing. 

To Souls, like yours, whom terrours cannot fright, 
It leaves defires of what it cannot gain, 
And Itill to wi(h for that—- 
Is much the greateft torment of the mind, 

Orf Well laid —but Geron, thou’ft undone thy aim, 
And us’d the onely argument cou’d invite me, 
Toffend again, that thus I might be punilht: . - 
The Gods themfelves invite me to the fin;. 
Not fee’ng a Woman, 1 ne’er had guilty bin. 
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SCENE the Second. 

'Enter Amintas in Fetters with Urania. 
' , ^ r ' 

Amin. My gallant Maid ! this generofity, 
Above thy Sex, and much above my merit, 
I never can repay: my dear Vrania, 
Thou did ft out-do thy Sex before in beauty. 
In all the Charms that makes ’em fo ador’d : 
But this laft ad, this noble mark of Love, 
Begets a reverend wonder in my Soul, 
And 1 beheld thee as fome facred thing, 
That — this way ftiould be worftiip’d- [Kneds and fyjjes her hand 

Vra. Pm glad you have fo kind a fenfe of that 
Which ev’ry Maid that lov’d like me wou’d do : 
What cou’d you lefs exped— ah my Amintas, 
That fatal night before our Wedding-day, 
Being alarm’d by *he Enemy, 
And you were fent to try your force with theirs » 
My Heart foretold your fate i and that fame night 
Whofedarknefs vail’d my bluftiesall alone,. 
Dr eft like a Youth I hafted from the Court, 
And being well mounted, foon o’ertook the Army,^ 
When all unknown, I got fo neer your perfon. 
That in the fight I had the glory twice 
To forve you, when your Horfes being kill’d 
I (fill prefented you with frefti, whofe Riders 
Thy Valour had difmounted. 

Amin. Oh Gods! wert thou that boy, 
Whom oft I faid, T thought was fent from Heaven, 
And begg’d t’encounter when the Fight was ended ? 

Vra. The fame, *twas all you’d time to fayjfor after that 
Venturing too far, they took you Prifoner. 

Amin. Oh with what (hame I look upon your bounty, 
Which all my Lite’s too little to acknowledge: 
What follow’d then, my dear fair Vrania 7 

Vra. I gladly wou’d have been a Prifoner too, 
But l appear’d a poor dejedfed boy. 
That was not worth their Fetters : * 
-Then I refolv’d upon this laft adventure, 
To make my applications to the Princefs, 
Knowing her noble nature > < 
To try f fince mighty Ranfoms were refus’d ) 
What Ample Love would do, and in my way 

D 1 
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I lighted on a Druid, who in’s youth 
Had liv’d in Courts, but now retir’d to Shades, 
And is a little Monarch o’er his Flocks, 
To him I told my ftory, who encourag’d me in my refolv’d defign, 
And 1 fo luckily have made an intereft 
In Cleomena's Heart, 
Thefe Chains Ihe’as given me freedom to difmifs, 
And you muft only wear Loves Fetters now : 
—C ome, hade, Amintas, from this horrid place, 
And be thy felf again, appear in Arms. 
The Scythians are encampt within thy view; 
And ere three births of Day the Armies meet ?, 
Th’event of which, I at the Druids Cell 
Will wait fending continual Vows to Heaven 
For thy dear fafety; there when the Fight is done 
Iwifti to meet thee : 
-But now your Country and your King expedt you, 
And I love glory equal to Amintas. 

Amin. But yet the generous bounty ofthe Princefs 
Obliges here, no lefs than duty there \ 
I know not how the Gods of War to move 
To grant me Vidfor, or the Vanquiftit prove > 
My Heart to either is not well inclin’d, 
Since--- vanquiftit 1 am loft, conquering unkind* 

[_She takes off his Chains, ■ 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE the Third. A Grove. 

Enter Therfander, Lyfander. 

Therf Lirge it no more, Lyfander, ’tis in vain, 
My Liberty paft all retrieve is loft, 
But they’re fuch glorious Fetters that confine me,, 
Lwou’d not quit them to preferve that life 
Thou juftly fayft I hazard by my Love. 

Ly, The Scythian Gods' defend it ! 
Therf, The Gods infpire it, ’tis their work alone : 

-1 know (he is my pnemy, hates Therfander, 
Has lent for all the neighbouring Kings for aid, 
That hither Artabafis and IJmencs 
Have brought their powers t’aflift her againft my Crowir: 
But what of this ? ihe loves me as Clemanthu, 
Which willfurmount her.hatred to the Scythians:' 
Oh, my Lyfander ! didffthou know her Charms, 
Thou’dft alio know ’tis not a mortal force 1 V 
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That can fecure the Heart: She’s all Divine ! 
All Beauty, Wit. and Softnefs! and fbe loves! 
Already I have found the grateful fecret : 
She fcorns the little Cuftoms of her Sex, 
And her belief of being fo much above me, 
Permits her to encourage my defign •, 
She gives a boldnels to my baftiful flame, 
And entertains me with much liberty. 

Ly. Were all this true, you’re equally unhappy i 
She muft be onely his that conquers you, 
That wins your Crown and lays it at her feet. 

*[berj. —Love ne’er confiders the eveqt of things,» 
The Path before me’s fair, and I’ll purfue it v 
Fearing no other forces than’ her Eyes, 
Bright as the Planets under which they’re born. 

Ly, —And will you let her know you are in love ? 
7berf. —If all my fighs, if eyes ftill fix’d on hers 

With languilhment and pallion will inform her, 
I’ll let her know my flame, or perifh in th’ attempt. 

Ly.-Dare you declare it as you now appear ? 
And can you hope, that under the degree 
Of what indeed you are, fhe will permit it ? 
And your diicovery is your certain ruinc. 

'Tberf. Thy counfel, dear Lyfander, comes too late, 
She’s in the Grove, where now I muft attend her, 
And fee where (he approaches. -— 

EnterCleomena, Semiris. 
Cleo, The Stranger, fay you, grown of late fo penfive ! 

—I mull enquire the caufe—what if it fhou’d be Love ? 
>And that too not for me! hah my Semiris! 
That thought has giv’n me pains I never felt: 
-Gods! why comes he not? I grow impatient now : 
—Say, didll thou bid him wait me in the Grove ? 

Sem. Madam, I fpoke to him my felf. — 
Cleo. And told him I would fpeak with him! 
Sem. As you commanded me, I faid. 
Cleo. It feems he values my commands but little. 

Who is fo (low in his obedience: 
--Where found you him ? 

Sem. fth* Antick Gallery, Madam, ^ 
Cleo. Gallery! what did he there? tell me exa&ly, 

-1 have no Pi&ure there. 
Sem. Madam, he was viewing that of Olympia your fairCoufia 

But for the excellency of the Work, not Beauty. 
Cleo. Thou art deceiv’d viewing her Pi&ure, fay you ? 

—Oh thou haft touch’d a tender part, Semiru\ 
D 2 
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Bat yondefs no that can allay my rage, [ Sees Therfander* 
And calm me info love by everj look. 
—Clemanthis, you abfent your fiplf too much, 
From thofe to whom your prefence is agreeable; 
I hear that you^re-grown retir’d of late, - , 
And vifit fhady Groves, walk thus— and figh 
Like melancholy Lovers;— has the Court, 
(Who for your entertainment has put on 
More gayity than in an Age before ) 
Nothing that can divert you ?— Ceafe your Ceremony ; [ Bows low. • 
I am your Friend, and if ought harbour there, 
Within that fullen Bread, impart it here—• 
And I’ll contribute any thing to eale you. 
-Come— boldly tell thy griefs ; 
I have an intered in thy noble life : 
—Perhaps, fince you are arriv’d at Court, you’ve feen 
Some Beauty that has made a conqued o’er your-Heart ; 
—Who e’er (he be, you cannot fear fuccefs. 

Tberf. The honours you have heap’d upon your Slave,, 
Have been fufficient 
To have encourag’d any bold attempt» r 
And here are Beauties would transform a God, 
Much more a Souldier, into an amorous (hape ; 

'—But I confefs,with (hame, .1 brought no Heart 
Along with me to Court, and after that 
What acceptable Sacrifice can I offer ? _ 
This makes me (hun the pleafures of your Court, 
And feck retirements iilent as my griefs. 

Cleo,. It feems you were a Lover e’er I faw you. 
And abfence from your Midrefs makes you languidly 

I'berf, Ah, Madam, do not ask me many quedions, J ^ 
Led I offend where I (hould merit pity. 
The boldnefs may arrive unto her knowledge, 
And :then you’lLlofe the humbled of your Creatures, 
Whild,as J am, I may among the crowd 
Of daily, Wordiippers, pay my Devotions. 

Cleo. Give me your hand, we’ll walk a little : [They go and fit down on *BanJ{.. 
—How do you like this Grove h 

Therf. As I do every place you’re pleas’d to blefs. 
Heaven were not Heaven were Gods not prelent there ; 
And where you are, ’tis Heaven every where. ' 

Cleo, Look Clemantkti— on yonder tuft of Trees, ; 
Near which there is a little murmuring Spring, 
From whence a Rivolet does take its rife. 
And branches forth in Channels through the Garden *, 
—’Twas near a place like that— where firft I faw Clemanthm [Sighing; 

V>erf, Madam, be pleas’d ..to add, ’twas alfo there Clemavtbi* 
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Clemantbis left his Liberty at the feet . 
OfDivineCleomena ! - 
And charg’d himfelf with thofe too glorious Chains 

%Never to be difmift but with his Life. [She rifes in anger, be fyeels. 
Cleo. How, Clemantbis ? 
tberf Ah! Madam,if I too prefumptuousgrow. 

From your Commands, and all your bounties tome, 
You (hould forgive the pride you do create, 
And all its ftrange effc&s : 
Which if I have miftaken,let me die. 
Onely this mercy grant me, to believe. 
That if our Adorations pleafe the Gods, 
Mine cannot be ofFenfive to my Princes, 
Since they are equally Religious. 

Cleo. Stranger—before I punilh thy prefumption, 
Inform me who it is that has offended : 
Who giving me no other knowledge of him, 
Than what his Sword has done—dares raife his eyes to me 

tberf Madam, what you demand is juft, 
And I had rather die than difobey you > 
But Tam conftrain’d by a neceffity 
( Which when you know, you certainly will pardon, ) 
For fome time to conceal my birth and name. 

Cleo. Till then, you (hould have kept your flame conceal’d, 
TT had Been lefs difobliging from a criminal one 
Whofe quality had juftifi’d his boldnefs* j 

tberf. Ah! Madam, wou’d Heaven and you wou’d find Oo other difficulty* ? 
Than want of quality to merit you. 

Cleo. I muft confefs, Clemantbis, with a bluffy 
That nothing of the reft difpleafes me. - ' ■ ■ . 

tberf. Ah, Madam, how you blefs me! 
And now-with confidence I dare allure you,? 
That which (hould render me more worthy of you, 
Shall be in me found more to your advantage. 
Than in thofe Princes who have taken on ’em 
The glory of your Service. 

Cleo. As I am very reafonable, and do a& ■ * 
With more Sincerity than Artifice, 
Til now defire no more, 
But have a care you ufe my bounty well > ' 
For lam now grown kind enough to think 
That all you. fay is true. 

tberf. Madam, baniih me your prefence, as the man 
Gf all the world unworthy to adore you, 
If I prefent not to you in Clemantbis 
A man enough confiderable. to hope. 
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Cieo. But oh! Clemanthis, I forget my fate, 
My Deftiny depends upon my people: 
Urg’d by the Queen, they’ve made a refolution 
To give me m that Prince who does molt powerfully 
Advance the ruine of the King of Scythia, 

Tberf. Madam, I am not ignorant of the Conditions 
That are impos’d on thole pretend to you s 
I will not onely ferve you in this War, 
With more fuccefs than any, 

* But fet the Crown of Scythia on your head. 
Cleo. That’s bravely (aid. 
Iherf, Perhaps, it feems extravagantly fpoken, 

In the condition you behold me now > 
But here I vow— I never will demand 
The Divine Cleomena till I have crown’d her— 
Yes, Madam, till 1 have crown’d her Queen of Scythia, 
—Till then— give me but hope— enough to live— 

Clco. That’s to your Pallion dueVand when I know 
Who’tis I favour,— I will more allow. 

Sem. Madam— the Queen is here— 
Enter Queen, Honorius, Artabafes, Ifrnenis, Guardsr Attendance, &c. 

Queen* I’m glad to fee ye all in readinefs > 
To morrow 1 intend to be i’th’ Camp, 
—And Cleomena is your General, h 
Since ’tis her Caufe we fight, it is but juft • v; . ; ; V, 
She (hare the danger of it with the glory. 

Aria, We all approve it, Madam, and are proud 
Fair Cleomena (hall a witnefs be 
Of what we do to ferve her, 
And fee the eafie Conqueft we (liall make 
Upon the perfons of her Enemies. 

Hon. I know' not, Sir, what you may do, 
But we have found it not fo eafie. 

Arta. Oh there’s no doubt but we’ll depopulate Scythia, 
And lead its King, with the vdin Prince his Son, 
Loaden with Irons to adorn your Triumphs. 

Jherf. Madam, I mull confers your force is great, 
And the aftifiance of thefe men, confiderable > 
Yet l advife your Majefiy to prepare 
For the defeat of the great King of Scythia, 
As to a bufinefs much more difficult 

* J. - i ■ n 

Than they prefent it to you fori know 
The forces of that Nation are not lefs* 
—Contider too, that King was never conquered, 
1 hough thefe believe to do’t with fo much eafe. 
1 oft have feen Therfander, that young Prince, 

[^Kneels, 

iKife ex* 

[Lookj with fcorn on them. 

Upon - 
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Upon whofe Sword For tune her felf depends* 
—And I can tell— he’s not eafily chain’d; 
As^Artabazes, you imagine him. 

Acta. What, do you think to fright us with the praifes 
You give pur Enemies ? - 
—I have heard of that King, and of Tberfander too > 
But never heard of fo much Terrour in ’em, 
Should make us apprehend an ill fuccefs: 
—'And you, C/e^/2*&r,donotknow us well, 
To think we’ll tremble for the Prince of Scythia^ 
Though many fuch as you fhould take his part.- 

Therf. How! many fuch as I! [Comes uf to fo Bread. 
Gods! wiftryour felves no other Enemies 
Tb joyn with that young Prince > c , 
To conquer him and many fuch as T, ' V" ' ! " ^ 
Requires a number of fuch Kings as You. 

JJm. It is too much, Clemantbis : were you well 
AfFeded to the Service of the Queen, 
You would not thus commend her Enemies. 

Therf. Madam, I humbly beg your pardon, 
If l have fail’d in the refped I owe you, 
By what I’ve faid in favour of your Enemies, 
Whom, whilft you think fo eafily o’recome, ^'"rT 
You will negled that power fhould make you Vidor. 

Queen. Tis virtue,Sir, that makes you give what’s due,. 
Though to th’ advantage of thofe men you hate— 
—I mu ft not have you take ought ill from him— - ; [fo tfog g- 
But as you’ve all unanimoufly joyn’d' ^ 

To aflift us in this War, fo all embrace, [Therf. faint es \m coldly. 
Be one, and ever Friends. ( J 
Brother, I leave the Condud of this hopeful Army [% pjor]o 
To your unqueftion’d care i and if you can, s 
Oblige this noble Stranger for ever to our fervice.4 

Cleo. Uncle, I’le to the Gamp with you V 
And y^o% Clemantbis, muft be near me Hill. [Therf. bom. All go out fofTher.Hon* 

Manent Therf. Hon. Lyfander.*- 
Hon. Clemantbis, you are troubled. 
Therf I was a little ruffled, but ’tis gone. 
Hon. You Ihould not blame them, Sir, for enjoying you; ■ 

A man fo young, and fuch a name in War ! 
Therf. That, Sir6 is opely your efteem of it. 
Hon. No, dear Clemantbis^ that I may declare 

Tb all the world and thee, how much I prize itr. v * • , 
Without confulting of your Quality, 
He make you abfolute Mafter of my Fortune;^. 

Therf. Heavens! whence this geperofity! [AJidef , 
.1 ^ . ggfes 

U
»

' 
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Hon. I have a Daughter, Sir, an onely Child, 
Whom all the world efteems a virtuous one, 
And for whofe love Princes have fu'd in vain, 
I now with joy wll render you in marriage. 

Tberf. I am undone— 
It is a Princefs, Sir, I much admire, > 
But ne ver durft behold with eyes of love, 
A Maid fo much above me. 

Hon. I am a man, whofe martial difpofition 
Renders unartful in my Language, 
I cannot ftudy finenefs in my words, 
But with fincerity declare my heart, 
And do propofe this Marriage with Olympia 
For your advantage and the publick intereft, , v ’ 
Befidcs my own content. 

Tberf. Have you conlidered, Sir, I am below her ? 
Hon. No more of that, go vifit my Olympia. 

She is prepar’d to give you entertainment. [Hon. Exit. 
Tberf. Marry Olympia ! 

-No— could he with Olympia give the world, 
I could not love, nor marry her. 
—Oh my Lyfander! what evafion now ? 
—Didft hear the noble offer of the General ? 

Ly. I did,great Sir i and what will you return ? 
Tberf. If I refufe, I mu ft offend the man 

To whom of all the world I’m mod oblig’d, 
And one who knowing me but by my Services, 
Offers me what Tberfander might accept. 

Ly. ’Tis fit you fhould confult the Princefs, Sir, 
What ’tis you ought to do. 

Tberf. Pie take thy counfel— and wait upon Olympia : 
—Yes, I will go vifit her, though but to prove 
No torment can be like diffembled Love. [ Exeunt. 

S CE N E - the Fourth. A Chamber. 

Enter Queen, Cleomena, Honorius. 
• ' - , * ... 

Queen. Is’t poflible, my Brother, you can have 
So great a pallion for the publick good? 
As willing to facrifice your .Child toitsrepofe, 
And make her Arms the foft and eafie Chains 
To link this gallant ftranger to our intereft ? ^ 

Hon. His virtue I prefer above a Crown. 
C'th You fhould love Virtue as you ought to lo\re it V 



Not give it over*meafure,— But are you fure he will accept it ? 
Hon. I am not certain, being not come fofar > 

But 1 propos’d it, and no doubt he lik’t it. 
Cleo. This cannot be his malice b for he was ever noble, (~Hon .tally to the Queen. 

But falfe or fain’d,! can endure no more on’t b 
—By Heaven this Stranger’s falfe ! falfe as his name! 
—Semir is found him gazing on her Pidture : 
—’Tis fo— he loves Olympia! 
And when I askt the Name of her he lov’d, 
I urg’d it with fuch foftnefs in my eyes. 
That he in pity of me fwore ’twas I: 
—Now can I find how much my Soul’s pofleft 
With love,fince ’tis with jealoufie oppreft. [[Goes out. 

Queen. How do you like the Trial of Orfames 
Which I intend to make ? 

Hon. You’ll both oblige your people, and do a Mothers dutie. 
Queen. You know’twas not the Tyrant in my nature 

That from his infancie has kept him ignorant 
'Of what he was*— but the Decrees of Heaven. 

Hon. Madam, ’tis true *, and if the Gods be juft. 
He muft be King too, though his Reign be fliort: 
You cannot alter thofe Decrees of Heaven. 

Queen. The Gods are witnefs how thefe eighteen years 
I have with much regret conceal’d his birth. 

Hon. You know the laft defeat the Scythians gave us, 
Th’ impatient people broke the Gaftle-gates, 
And againft all your powers were ready to have crown’d him b 
And fhould we now be conquer’d, nothing lefs 
Will ftill the mutinous Army : try him. Madam, 
He may be lit for great Impreflions, 
Had he but good examples to difpofe him. 

Queen. Tie have it done to night : 
Heaven, if it be thy will, infpire my fon 
With Virtue lit to wear his Fathers Crown. . [ Exeunt. 

Scene draws ojf discovers Therfander feemingly courting Olympia. Enter Cleo- 
mena b fees tbeyi, ft art s^ gazes on them, then goes out unjeenb and the Scene 
clofes, and changes to her ApartmentShe enters in a rage--- 

Cleo. Perfidious man ! am I abandon’d then ? [Rage. 
Abandon’d for Olympia 1 my Slave— 
—And yet l lov’d him more than I did Heaven— \Soft. 
And (hall he quit me thus} ' , 
Without being punifht for this Infidelity > 
—No, let me be a (hame to all my Sex then— 
—Oh, Clemanthis / to whom I fondly gave my liberty 
When firft I faw thee fleeping in the Wood : 
—But I grow foft, a paflion too unfit 

E For 
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For fo much anger as my Soul’s pofftefs’d with : 
—’Twas but even now, he lov’d me with fuch Ardor b 
And he, who promis’d me the Crown of Scythia^ , 
Dar’ft thou become unjuft, ungrateful Stranger ! 
Who having rais’d thy Eyes to Cleomena, 
Would facriftce her to another Miftrefs ; • 
—This Heart which ought not to’ve been given away- 
But by the Services and Bloud of Kings, 
How haft thou loft it on afalfe Unknown,, 
Without being paid for it one tingle tigh- 

Enter Therfander : She draws a Dagger: offers to killh 'irn > hut cannot» • 
Traitor— haft thou the impudence to appear before me ? 
Or, doft thou come to meet thy juft reward ? / [Offers to ft ah him*2 

—There’s fomething in his looks that does preferve him. 
Or, I’m not truly brave, and dare not kill him : 
—Go treacherous Unknown j whom I’vepreferr’d 
Before fo many Princes, who in. vain. 
Sue for this credulous Heart which thou’ft betray’d. „ 

Tloerf.’ Ah ! Madam, can,you be thus cruel tome, 
And not inform me how I have offended ? 

Cleo. Begon,I fay, if thou wou’dft favea life 
Which thofe that dare do evil fear to lofe. 

TherJ. Thofe'Eyes thusx>rdered are far worfe,than death • 
End what you have fo well begun, 
And Kill me : • f ' 
Yet from anothers hand ! 
The blow would be lefts cruel./. 

Cleo, Oh Impudence! 
Still he wou’d cheat my Rage, as he has abus’d my Love j / 
But, Monfter, though thou art below my hand, 
I’m yet a Princefts, and I can command : . 
By Heaven I’le try how much rage can invent, , 
Semins, call Olympia to me llraight b 

She (hall in triumph with me fttand and (mile,- 
To fee. thee by ftome common Vafftal bleed. . 

Jherf. There needs no other witneftsof my deaths 
Buther I have offended : 
To you alone I offer up my life : for dying*; 
I’ve fomething to relate ma] juftifie your rage,, . 
Ttiough not defterve your pity.' ■; , 

Cleo. Hell! - • ' ‘ * ' " " ' 
Now ftm confirm’d, he fears that {he ftiould fee 
Him die, left it (hould coft her but a Tear : , 
—Why (hould I want the ftrengtW— [Offers. u frefent the T>aggsr~ 
—-But oh, 1 cannot > 4 \ 
Sat canft thou live, falfte man, and fee me frown ?. 

' ' ‘ v - ‘ \. ZkrJ. 

✓ 
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[Offers to fail on bis Sword- 

[Exit raving. 
£TherC, gazes after her. 

For oh ! how miferable is the wretch, ( whofe prayer 
Repuls’d ) like me, lives onely to defparr, [Exit* 

ACT the Third. 
« / f ' 

- "** , _ / i ■> * + - . ■ ' r 
; v . • ■ 

Scene the Firft. 
- • • ■- 1 ^ 

The Curtain islet down*— being drawn up, dife overs Or fames feated on 
a Throne afleep, dreff in Royal Robesthe Crown and Scepter lying by 
on a Table. On either fide of the Stage Courtiers richly dr eft, and 
multitude of Lights. Above is difeovered the Queen, Olympia, and 
Women, Pimante, Artabazes, Ifmenes : Soft Mufick plays, whilfl he 
wakes by degrees, and gazes round about him, and onhimfelfwith won* 

der. 

Orfa. —Gods! what am I? 
—Or, is there any other Gods but I ? 

Ger. Yes, my great Lord— t 
But you’re a King, a mighty Monarch, Sir. 

Ofa. I underhand thee, ’tis fome God thou mean’ft. 
Ger. On Earth it is j your Power too is as great: 

Your Frowns deftroy, and when you fmile you blefs» 
At every nood,the whole Creation bows. 
And lay their grateful Tributes at your feet *, 
Their Lives are yours, and when you daign to take ’em, 
There’s not a mortal dares defend himfelf: 
But that you.fnay the more refemble Heaven, 
You (hould be merciful and bountiful. 

Orfa. I do believe l am this King thou fpeak’ft of. 
Ger. Behold this Crown—, this facred thing is yours. [Kneels and gives him 

the Crown and Scepter ■> he puts it on, rid walks about. 
.. E 2 . Orfa. 

Therf. No, Madam, l can die—thus— 
Cleo. Stay*— 

Thou {halt not fo much glory gain ; 
No, live, and prove wretched enough to know 
How very poorly thou haft loft my Heart. 

!Therf Muft I then live ?—I will obey—Farewel 
The faireft and unkindeft of thy Sex *, 
If e’re it be thy chance to meet with one 
That loves more than Therfander, if thou canft 

- Treat him worfe than thou, haft done me— 
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Orfa. It is a glorious Object— 
And fit for none but me ~ , 

Olim. Madam, methinks the King is the fineft man 
That e’er I faw- fhall he not ftill be King ? " >< 

Queen. I hope he will deferve it. 
Orf So, now methinks I move like Heaven it fel^ 

All circled round with Stars. 
-Hah ! —what’s this that kneels ? [The Queen kpeels^ hefnatebes her up. 

Ger. The Queen your Mother, Sir.— 
Orf, By my great felf it is another woman, 

Which I have burnt with a defire of feeing: 
--Begone, and leave us here alone together > 
I’ve fomething to impart to this fair thing, 
Muff not be underftood by you. 

Queen. Why, Sir, what is’t you can ip part to me, 
Which thofe about you muft not underhand ? ‘ 

Orf. A new Philofophy infpired by Nature, 
And much above whatever Gcron taught, 
—Come and augment my knowledge. 

Queen. Why me, Sir,- more than any one about you b 
Orf. Thou art all foft and fweet like fpringing Flowers,*, 

And gentle as the undifturbed Air. 
Queen. But I am your Mother* 
Orf. No matter: thou’rt a woman, art thou not > 

And being fo, the Mother cannot awe me* 
Ger. Shr,’tis the perfon gave you life and being. 
Orf That, gave me life! oh how I love thee for’t I 

Gome— and 1’le pay thee back fuch kind returns*- 
Ger. Moft Royal Sir, this Woman was 

Not made by Heaven— for you. 
Orf. Away with your Philofophie but now-you-faid—- 

I was a King, a mighty God on Earth, 
And by that Power l may do any thing. 

Ger. But Kings are juft as well as powerful, Suv 
Orf. I am fo to my felf,.do not oppofe me. 
Ger. Sir, this is one not meant, not form’d for you.. 
Orf. Am I a God, and can be difobey’d ? 

Remove that Contradictor from my fight, 
And let him live no longer : ha, more Women ! 

Enter Olympia+and other Women.,. 
Oh Nature, howthou’il furnifti’d me with ftore.!: 
And finer far. than this-- 

But what is that whofe Eyes give Laws to all,* 
And like theSun, eclipfes the leffer Lights l 

Queen. Speak to him, Olympia. 
Orf. Who tells me what ftie is? 1 

[Gazes on Olympian 

Qjym. Qh how I tremble!— Sir, I am a Mafcki. 
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Orf. A Maid ! and may you be approacht with Knee? and Prayers> [Kneels. 
Olym. I am your Slave, you muft not kneel to me -i.i..—., [Takes hint up. 
Orf. How Toon my Glories vaniftit l .* 

Till now I did believe I was Tome God, 
And had my Power and my Divinity 
Within my will, but by this awful fear 
I find that thou art the greater Deity : 
-—Pray tell me faireft, are you not a Woman > 

Olym. I am a Woman, and a Virgin, Sir. 
Orf. I did believe that thou wert fomething more. 

For I have feen a woman, arichne’er knew 
So much diforder in my Soul before: 
—For every look of thine gives me a pain, 
And draws my Heart out of its wonted feat. 

Olym. Alas, Sir, have I hurt you ? 
Orf. Extreamly hurt me, thou haft a fecret power, 

And can ft at diftance wound, 
Which none but Heaven and you could ever do: 
-But ’twas my fault, had I not gaz’d on thee, 
I had been ftill a King, and full of health. 
—Here—receive this Crown, ’tis now unfit for me, 
Since thou haft greater power—whilft it fits here— [He takgi off bis Crown, and 
It looks like Stars fal’n from their proper Sphere v " fntrit on kr« 
- So, now they’re fixt again. 

Queen. VimanteffpeaW to him to take it back. 
Vim. He kills me with his looks. - 

—Sir, when you part with this, you’le be defpis’dv 
Your Glory, and your Thunder, ail will vanifti. 

Orf. I yet have fomething that {hall make thee fear, 
I am ftill a King, though I muft bow to her j 
Take him away to death immediately- 

Vim. Any where to be out of your fight- 
A King, quotha! ' [Exit* - - 

Orf. Come, my fair Virgin, this (hall be my Altar, 
And I will place thee here my Deity. 

Queen. Great Sir, that Throne is onely fit for you6~ 
Orf. I fay again, He have it fit for two: 

Thou art a Woman, thank the Gods for that: 
—Afcend, my lovely Virgin, and adorn it: 
Afcend,and be immortal as my felf. 

Art. That Throne (he was not born to. 
Ger. Into the Sea with that bold Gouncellor, 

And let him there difpute with Winds and Waves; fArt; Exit. 
Being feated on the Throne, Enter feveral in Mafquerade and dance. 

-Cou’d I be fenfible of any pleafure 
what I take in thee, this hadfurpriz’d me*. 

Qiym* 
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[Bey rife, and fit down at 
a Roquet. He gazes on her, 
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nlyr n r B*n^uet» Sir>stands you. 
r/p UllP°ff meas youpleafe, my lovely Virgin, 
ForlvereGgn'd my being to your will, ° ’ 
And have no more of what I call my own, 

ni fe"u,°n J°yS 3nd Pains’ which y°u create. 
Olym. Will you not pleafe to eat ? 
Or/ It is too grofs a pleafure for a Kina ; 

Swe,,f they eat/dsfomeGeje^i pood,8 . , ■■ 
As I do by gazing on thy Eyes— 
Ah lovely Maid!— ->i •• 

Olym. Why do you figh, Sir ? 
Orf. For fomething which I wantyet havinu thee 

What more can Heaven beftow to gratifie 8 • 
My Soul and Senfe withal ? 

Olym. Sir, tafte this Wine s 

Perhaps’twill alter that deceiv’d opinion, 

, d et y°r kn°,Wthe errour of-your Paffion v V 
T! ! Cftfc, at left alteration in you. 

a,fS *,h.” ,,kfo * P'oof of™ > 

0/5. Ho'! ft ft f *”• PH m 'fimUf /» * to,. 
Orf. Why—well j but I am Hill the fame. 

t>ome, give it me again— ’tis very pleafant— 
Will you not tafte it too >— 

Wlm’rS T Stiul,is 8 J0wn more gay .and vigorous 5 
WImt 1 ve drank, has deifi’d thee more, 6 

Heightens the pleafures which I take to gaze on thee , • 
And fends a thoufand tirange uneafie Joys, ’ 
That play about my Heart, and more tranfport me- - ; 
Drink, my fa,r Virgin, and perhaps thy eyes 

May find fome Charms in me to make dJe thus 
Olym Alas they ve found already but too many. [Afidc 

gfj, t louSh'1 reuft have gaz’d on thee for ever1f 
-But oh 1 my Eyes grow heavy in the play, 
As if fome ftrange Divinity above me 
1 old me my fafety lay in their declenfion: 

--s it not Sleep ?—Sure Kings do never flcep 
Tbat were a low fubmiftion to a power P •-- 
A Monarch Ihould defpife- but yet ’tis fo : ' 
1 e (jods, am I but mortal then > ' 
Or do you ever fteep ? I find ye d0i 

but 1 muft—and lole this lovely obje4f: ,. • - 
ob yeftods, that 1 may find it in a Dream 

a"etj^er dea bover about my Soul, - ’ 
And ueep it ft ill in this harmonious Order- ! ' , 

““d =em'y b ovv the ’t has kindled there. 
' / L Falls afleep: 

Enter 

* il 
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^ Enter Geron, Pimante, and Arates. 
Pirn, ffre ye fure he’s afleep ? 
Get. How do you like him, Madam ?' 
Queen. I fear he is a Tyrant in his nature, 
Ger. But, fincehecan be tam’d by Love and'Beauty, 

You fliould not doubt but he’ll be fit to reign* 
Queen. Remove him now into his own Apartment, • 

And (till continue -to impofe upon him, 
Till you receive new Orders. 

SC E N E the Second. 

[^Exeunt, 

Enter Cleomcna, with a Truncheon in her band> a Sword and Quiver of Arrows by her 
fide^ with Semiris. • j . ' , . 

Sent. Madam, you are fad* 
As if you doubted your fuccefs to day. 

Cleo. There arefome moments wherein I do repent me 
The too ralh Banilhment of poor Clemanthis. 
How did he take the Letter which I fent ? 

Sent. As perfons innocent and full of health 
Receive unlookt-for Sentences of Death > 
He figh’d* and faid he would obey your will \ 
And, Madam, had you feen his filent grief* 
You would have thought him innocent. 

Cleo. Innocent! banilh thatfoolilh pity from your he&rfr 
That would perfwade thee he is innocent: 
Did not Idee him courting of Olympia ? 
And can my Eyes deceive me ? ' ; ~ 

Sem. Olympia, Madam ! Gods, what do I hear ! > 
Till now I did not know his fault of banilhment. 

Cleo. And was’t not caufe enough ? 
Sem. Ah, Madam, what injuftice hatfeyou done M v 

Before ClemanthU came into your Cabinet 
He entertain’d me for a pretty while 
With the intentions of your generous Uncle5< 5 
He told me how he offer’d him Olympia, 
And that he durftnot feem to difefteem it, 
Being your Llncle, and a man to whom 
He ow’d fo much: but moft to hide his paffion *;? 
And then was coming to confult with you 
How he fliould manage this affair with him. 

Cleo. And is this truth thou telfft me, dear Semiris P 
Sem. Madam* I dp not ufe t’ abufe your credit. 
Cleo* Fly then, Serhim^ and reverfe his doom*- 

Pern - 
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Sm. Wouldknew whither, Madam. 
Cleo. Why, is he then no longer in the Camp > 
Sem. Ah, Madam, is he longer in the world } 

For ’tis impoflible to be imagined 
He parted hence with any thought of life. 

Cleo. Send ev’ry way to find him—hark, l5m call'd— [ ttwnfets found. 
And he that finds him firft, is made for ever. 
Oh Jealoufie, thou pailion molt ingrate! 
Thy ills procure more mifchiefs than thy hate. . J 
’Tis thou art Tyrant, when Love bears the blame, s 
’Tis pity thou’rt confident with Loves flame : 
Tie not my weaknefs norrefentmentfliow *, 
A Heart like mine, fliou’d fooner break than bow. 
—Come my Semiris, we too long have flay’d i 
That call, till now, was never dilobey’d. [ Trumpets found. Exeunt, 

SCENE the Third. Scythian Tents. 

Enter Amintas, drefi fine, with Urania. 

Vra, Within this Shade till the black day be paft, .. '. \ 
I will attend thy Fortune, or thy Fate. 

Amin. The King has taken horfe, the Fight’s begun. 
And I muft leave thee to the Gods and Prayer. 

Vra. Why was I made a Woman ? or being fo, * .. 
Why had I not a Mafculine courage given me ? • 
That fide by fide I might have (har’d thy glory, v.v 
Or have expir’d together. 

Amin. Thou wilt undo me with this tendernefs > 
Come, fend me kindly from thee,* \ 
With joys about my Heart that may preferve it y 
Here red till my return farewel, my fair. j 

Vra. And if I never fee thee more, farewel— [Amin. Era*. 
Here I will lay me down, and never rife 
Till thou return’ll with Lawrel or with Cyprefs. down. 
Mow I could curfe the Fortune of my Prince, ■ 
Who quits a Father for an Enemy, ' . >* " ; • 
To fatisfie a flame will ruine him. - - [A wife of fighting. 
—The Fight increafes :oh ye Gods of battle, ' v ri f - :v. 

In midd ot all your rage preferve my Love. 
Enter Artabazes over the Stage, and goes out. 

Arta. My Nephew kill’d ! and I difmounted too ! oh card: Fate! ‘ . : 
Vra. This noife has comfort inT, it founds likeVi&ory. [A Mow big with- 

/,fi/ ’ - tn amongfi the-noife of fighting. 
"la V n - h i b-' . . Enter 
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Enter Amintas. 
—Oh Gods ! Amintas ! what has Fortune done f 

Amin. Th’undaunted Scythians never loft the field, 
Yet now at firft ’twas doubtful 
To which fide Fortune would incline her felf. 
Ifmenu kill'd where e’er he turn’d his Sword, 
And quite defeated our Agripian Forces s 
Yet was not fatisfied, knowing the King 
To be the price of Cleomenas Heart, 
But fought him out on all fides, 
Whom ’twas not hard to find > 
For he was hurrying now from Rank to Rank, 
Diftributing a death to all oppofers. 
But young If menu having pierc’d the Squadrons, 
And knowing our great King by feveral Marks, 
Boldly cried out,—Defend the life I claim. 
The King made no reply, but at that word 
Prepar’d himfelf to fight. 

Vra. Thou kill'd me, till thou bring’fthim off again. 
Amin. Difordered thus— the Dacians took advantage. 

And charg’d with fo much vigour---we gave ground, 
When on that fide the fingle Combat was. 
There appear’d a body of two thoufand Horfe, 
Led by a man whole looks brought Vidtory, 
And made the conquering Foe retire again ; 
But when he did perceive the King engag’d. 
With unrefifted fury he made up, 
And rufhing in between them, 
Gave the young Prince a blow upon his Head, 
That ftruck him from his Horfe. 
After this Vidtory Therfanders Name 
Did fly from mouth to mouth, 
Infpiring every Scythian with new valour: 
He kill’d Philemon, and forc’d Artabazes 
To feek his fafety by his Horfes flight: ' f 
-*-But here’s the King,— retire into this Wood. 

Enter King, Therfander, Officers and'Shut die 
King. Let me once more embrace my dear therfander.J 
Amin. The Prince is wounded, Sir. 
King. He is,—but they look lovely on him. 
Therf. They’re too flight marks to give you of my dirty» 

Your Majefty has greater need of care. 
King. Thou art my beft Phyfician, and thy fight 

Heals all the wounds I have: come in with me, 
And let me lay thee to my panting Bofom, 
Thou great preferver of my Crown and Life. 

F 
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Therf I’le wait upon you, Sir, [Exeunt'all but Therf, and Amin. 
Now let me take thee to my Arms, my Friend $ • 
For theu art half my felf, my dear Amintaf» 
1 have flrange news to tell thee fi'nce we parted, ; . / ‘ 
And need thy counfelin an affair of love: —- 
-Thou kno\y’ft my bufinefs to the Ffzrfztf.Court, 
Was to have fet thee free ^ but oh my Friend ! 
In lieu of that,I’ve made my felf a Captive. 

Amin. Your ftory, Sir, I know, but heard withal. 
The Princefs did repay your grateful flame. ■ w 

Therf. I thought fhe did : for fo a while fhe feerrfd$. 
And when I thought my felf the moft fecure, x 
Being fortifi’d with all her new-made promifes. 
My blooming hopes were blafted e’er full blown, 
And I receiv'd her Orders for my banifhment, 
Which I as foon obey’d : but by the way 
I did conceive a thoufand revolutions, 
Sometimes to ferve my Princefs,— then my Father v- 
Sometimes ’twas Nature got the upper hand, 
And then again 5twas Love: in this difpute. 
1 met the Levies of the Ifadmsy _ ,, 
Who were the laft of all our Cavalry, 
To whom I made me known, and came fo luckily,. 
As gain’d the yet-difputing Vidfory. 

Amin. 5Twas in an happy moment.. 
Therf. Thus I compil’d with what I ovy’d my duty,, 

But thefe of Love are flill unfatisfi’d s v 
Dare I, who could offend to that degree 
As to deferve a banifhment from her, 
Approach her uninvited ? , 

Amin. ’Twere dangerous, Sir. 
Therf. Then ’twere the fitter for my enterprise 

---But her difpleafure,—oh my Cleomena !. 
If, for the punifhment of my difobedience, 
You’d onely take away that Life you threaten^ 
How willingly I would refign it up, 
Rath# than undergo, thisleparatjon! ( . 

Amin. You’ll certainly expofe you#1 Life by, going; 
What other reafon could fhe nave to banifh you, i r 
But from her knowledge that you were Tberfander 3 
And, Sir, you fee her paifion for Clemanthu f 
Gould not o’ercome her hatred for her Enemy, 

Therf. No, when I call to mind her cruel words; 
If chufing me before fo many Kings, , ’ ‘ . 
I find ’twas to the Stranger, not the Scythian, - A 
She killingly addreft ’em* therefore Tie. venture on in my defigmv 

—Give 
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—-Give order that ourHorfes be made ready, 
Whilft I excufe our abfence to the King : our (lay will not be long, 
Mean time it may be thought ' . . • ' 
We’re gone to view the Camp : 
Jntereft and Love but rarely do agree, 
Yet I mud reconcile ’em both in me. 

SCENE the Fourth. The Dacian Tents. 

Enter Qyeen,Cleo. Hon. Arta.Ifm. Women., Attendants. 
_ • 

Cleo. ’Twas ftrangely loft, and yet I dare affirm 
The Vi&ory had been ours but for Therfander, , 
Who like the impetuous Sea oppos’d by Land, 
Made breaches and o’reflow’d all that lay near it. 

Ifm. I had reveng’d you on the King of Scythia. 
Had his arrival not prevented me. 

Cleo. He is brave, without difpute. 
Ifm. And’tis as certain that he did furprife me, v-/ 

Without permitting time for my defence, 
He had not elfe fo foon difmounted me i 
But, Madam, I defign ( if you approve it ) 
To fight Therfander in a fingle Combat. 

Ana. That Juftice I may hope as well as you s 
He kill’d my Nephew, young Philemon^ 
For which Tie be reveng’d. 

Queen. I cannot but commend that noble ardor 
That carries you to thefe defigns of glory > 
What thinks my Brother of it ? 

Hon. I like it, if the Vi&or will accept it* 
Cleo. And fo do.Ii 

And that we may do equal juftice to you all, 
We’ll write 2herfander s name, 
And he who draws that name (hall fight the Combat* 

Hon. But are you fure he will accept the offer ? 
Ifm. I dare engage he will. 
Cleo. I am of your opinion } 

The truly Brave are never proud of Conqueft. 
l’le write his name my felf. 

Enter Page. 
Hon. What Shouts are thefe ? [,A Jhout without* 
Fage. Madam, Clemanthii is arriv’d. 
Queen. The news is welcome. 
Enter Therf. bgeels, kjfies the Queens hand *, the fame to Cleomena.—fahites alL 
Therf. Madam, the great neceifity which made me leave you— 

F 2 ' When 
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When l believ’d my felf unprofitable, 
Could not detain me, when I was affur’d 
My Sword could do you fervice. 

Queen. This vifit recoinpences all our lofs, 
You’ve made it in a time you may redeem 
The opinion your abfence almoft forfeited. 

Hon. Sir, l could chide you too, but that your fight 
Changes my Anger into kinder Welcomes. : 

Tbcrf. I -ought to fulfer, Sir, in your opinion, 
Till my excufes may redeem my credit. 

Cleo. How great at once, and innocent he feems, 
And how his Eyes his pall offence redeems! 
Whilft all my cruelties they feem t’ upbraid, 
They pardon too the faults themfelves have made. 

Queen. I’m fatisfi’d, and you are fitly come 
To (hare a danger we are now difputing. 

7bcrf. 5Tis not the danger, Maaam,can divert me' 
From enterpriiing ought that is to ferve you. 

Art a. Madam, confider who we are, 
And ought not to be rank’d with one below us. , 

TberJ] Your honour, Artabazes^ is too nice*,.. 
Would we could find in this difpute, whatever it be* 
That were the greatefl difficulty.: 

Madam, name your Commands. 
Queen. We are drawing of a Lot 

To fight Tberfander in a fingle Combat. 
Tberf. Hah—Tberfander, Madam, is a Conquerour* 
Ifm. Since you’re fo nice, we will excufc you, Sir. 
Tberf. What an unlucky accident was this ! 

One moments longer fiay had made me happy, [Afide. 
And rendred up thefe Pvivals to my power. 

Hon. Come, Sir, the Lots are ready. 
Tberf. My fears are all com pleated^-* 

The Lot is mine. 
Cleo. Clemantbii) I’m fo fenfible of the danger 

Whereto you muff expofe your felf for me, 
I cannot think with pleafure on the Vidlory 
You pollibly may gain. 

Tberf. Encourag’d thus, I cannot fail of Coifqueli: [Bows to her, and fpeakj low* 
But, Madam, if Tberfander be as nice [Turns to the Queen. 
As thefe two Princes are, it will be hard 
To get him to accept a Challenge from me. 

Cleo. Clemantbis deeds has rais’d his fame too high 
To be efteem’d unworthy of that Jufiice *, 
Nor can we find the Scythian Prince a Foe 
More equal to his youth and valour too. 

. Tberf. 

[They draw Lots. It falls to Therf. 
*r [Afide. 

. i 

[Afide to him* 
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Therf. If F or tune blefs me with fuccels to day. 

I’ll owe it to your Caufe, and not my Sword. 
Qkeen.. May’ft thou be ever Vidor. 

Manent Arta/Ifm., 
Arta. My Art (hall fail me then. 

I " Ifrn. You are difpleafed. Sir. 
Arta. Is that a wonder ? 

Who can be tame and fee an unknown Youth, 
Who brings no forces but his fingle Arm, 
Ravifti the hope and fpoil of Vidory from us, I And rival us in Love as well as Glory, 

I Whilit all our Claims to Cleomena's heart, 
Muft be negleded fince we want fuccefs ? 

Ifm. We could pretend to her no other way. 
Arta. Have you, or I, lefs virtue than Clemanthis ? 
Ifm. Yes, if we envy at his merits. 
Arta. Purfue your vertuous Road, and in the end 

See whether you or I reaches firft the Goal. 
■ I’ll take revenge. 

Ifm. I honour will purfue, 
A Path which never led me to Repentance : 

I Clemanthis, if thy, life I bafely fought, 
Like him, I’de fave the hazard of my own y 
But as thou t brave, fo thou (halt bravely fall. 
Before Therjander rob me of thy life, 
Or thou the fortune haft to vanquifh him——- 

I —And if in this encounter 1 expire, 
ij Ido but fall a Vidime to an hopelefs Fire* 

Scene changes to thelFood, dfcovers Therf and Amin, among 
Clothes \ after which they come forth. 

Therf. So, now thou doft appear fo like Clemanthis^ 
I That not a Dacian but will be miftaken in thee. 

Amin. My Lord, I know not how I may appear, 
But I am ignorant how I am to ad. 

Therf. Remain within the Covert of this Wood, 
Until the fign be given for,the Combate, 
And then appear upon the place appointed, 
Where I will meet and light with thee 
But fo I’ll order all the blows 1 give, 
They (hallnot wound nor hurt thee, 
For ftill remember I muft be the Vidor. 

Amin. I will endeavour to perform it fo, 
That none lhall know the fallacy. 

Iherf. Be gone, I hear a noife } fare wel, dear AmintMy 
Remember that you ad Clemanthis well. 

i 

[fkey lead him otti9, 

* 

i 

[Arta..e^>* 

. . > 

[Exit* 
the Trees , changing» 

[Ncifi. 

[Exit. Therf. 
Enter 
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Enter fome Fellow? in Cloaks. . 
1 Fell, That’s he that goes into the Wood, I know him by his Plume i are ye 

aril ready ? 
2 Fell, Yes, for a greater Murder than the killing of a fingle man «, and here’s a 

place as fit-as we could wilh : fhall we fet upon him all together? 
1 Fell. Ay, ay, neatnefs in this affair is not required •, kill him, and Artdbazes 

defires no more. 
The Fellows go behind the Trees^ they fights Amintas falls : 

Enter Ifmenis. 
Ifm. Into this Wood he went, as if he knew my bufinefs *, 

Here we unfeen may end the difference— [Noife within. 
—Hark—What noife of fighting’s that ? . 
Perhaps my aid’s required. 

Ifm. goes in., Scene draws open, difcovers Amintas lying as dead all bloudy> 
Pimante peeping, tfmenes re-enters. 

Ifm. Tt is Clemanthiij and this barbarous deed 
is done by Artabazes. 

Enter Pimante. 
Fim. Had ever Cavalier fuch damn’d luck ? 1 have heard it difputed , that this 

fame danger was to be courted by the Brave and Bold *, but I, who took the beft 
care I could whilft the fight lafted to fecure my felf by this retreat, find my (elf 
even here furrounded with it', and poor ClemanthU, who, I’ll warrant, came too 
with my defign, has met here what he endeavoured to fhun: yonder’s Ifmenis too— 
well, we are all but men. 

Ifm. Here’s yet fome breath remaining , oh Pimante lend thy affiftance. 
—Clemanthis, if thou yet haft fo much fenlc, 
Inform us how thou cam’ft thus wounded ? 

Amin, Know Sir, Therfander—Prince of Scythia— 
—Therfander—Prince of— Scythia— [Faints. 

Fim. Alas he’s dead, Sir, trouble him no further. 
Ifm. The Prince of Scythia do this ! 
Fim. Ay, ay, this mighty Prince , fearing to encounter a (ingle man , has let a 

dozen to kill himmercy upon us, ’twas a bloudy fight: but, Sir, what fhaU we 
do with the Body ? 

Ifm. If I could command thee any thing, it fhould beSilence, 
Till I have met Therjander in his room. [Ifm. exit. 

Fim. You- fhall command me, though I was never good at fecrets. - 
Enter Cleomena, Sefairis. * 

Cleo. Let the Coach wait at the entrance of the Wood: 
I find I am a pcrfedl Woman now, 
And have my fears, and fits of Cowardife. 

Sem. Madam, will you not fee the Combat then ? 
Cleo. I dare not, fomething here allures me 

ClemanthU will be conquered. 

Fim. Ha.! the Princefs here ? on my Confcience there was never mifehief but 
a Woman was at one hand on’t. 

Sem. 

N 
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Sent, How now, Pimante, why do you look fo fcurvily ? 
Pirn. Ah, Madam, fuch a fight fo difmal and bloudy! 
Cleo. What fays he ? 
Pim* Clemantbis, Madam— 
Cleo* Clemantbis l oh what of him ? 

W hy my prophetick heart doft thou betray me ? 
Sem. For Heavens fake, Madam, reaftume your courage* 
Cleo* Yes—I will hear—the fatal fiory—out. 
Pint* Truth is,Madam,to retire from the fury and noife of the Battle, I came into* 

this Woodland when I thought all danger paft,Iheard even here the noife of Swords 
and fighting •, which endeavouring to avoid,I fell almoft into the danger of them* 

Sem* Leave out the Hiftory of your own Fears, and come to the bufinefs. 
Pim. But ah, Madam, unfeen I faw: who did I fee— 

Ah, who fiiould I fee but Clemantbis, Madam > 
Fixt with his back again ft yon Cyprefs-tree, 
Defending of himfelf againft a dozen Murderers. 
I was, alas, too weak to take the weaker fide, « 
And therefore came not forth to his affiftance. 
Prince Ifmenis would have taken his part, but came too late too > 
But e’er he died we begg’d to know his Murderers, 
And he could anfwer nothing but—Therfander. 

Cleo* Remove me to the Body of my Love— [ They lead her to Amin. wh&> 
—I will not row deplore as Women ufe, lies woundedijhegazes on him a while, 
But call up all my Vengeance to my aid, his Face being all bloudy* 
Expedf not fo much imbecility— 
From her whofe Love nor Courage was made known 
Sufficiently to thee, oh my Clemantbis! 
I would not now furvive thee, 
Were it not weak and cowardly to die, 
And leave thee unrevenged: 
—Be calm, my Eyes, and let my Soul fupplie ye j 
A filent broken Heart muft be his Sacrifice : 
Ev’ry indifferent forrow claims our Tears, 
Mine do require Bloud, and 3tis with that 
Thefe muft be wa{ht away- [R?ye.f, wipes her Eyes\ 
Whatever I defign to execute, 
Pimante, and Semiris, I conjure ye, 
Go not about to hinder, but be filent, 
Or I will fend this Dagger to my Heart, 
Remove the Body further into th’ Wood, 
And ftrip it of thefe glittering Ornaments v* 
And let me perforate this dear dead Prince : 
Obey, and drefs me (freight, without reply. 
There is not far from hence a Druids Cell, 
A man for Piety and knowledge famous, 
Thither convey the breathlefs Sacred Corpfe, 
Laid gently in my Chariot, ' There; 

/ 
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There to be kept conceal’d till further Orders. 
Sem. Ah, Madam, what is’t you intend to do > 
Cleo. What ftiould I do but die—all do not weep, 

But hafte to do as I commanded ye 
Hade, hafte, the time and my revenge requires it. 

Sem. For Heavens fake, Madam, for your R-oy^l felf, 
Donotpurfue this cruel fatal Enterprize » 
Pity the Queen, your Servants, and all Mankind. 

Cleo. Away thou feeble thing that never knew# the real joys of Love, * s 
Or ever heard of any grief like mine > 
If thou would’ft give me proofs of thy eireem. 
Forget all Words, all Language, but Revenge ! 
Let me not fee fo much of Woman in thee 
To (bed one Tear, but drefs thy Eyes with fiercenefs, 
And fend me forth to meet my Love, as gay, - v 
As if intended for my nuptial day. 
That Soul that fighs in pity of my Fate, 
Shall meet returns of nay extreameft hate : 
Pity with my Revengemuft find no room* 
I’ll bury all but Rage within thy Toomb. [.Exeunt* 

- : i i - ' V ' . 1.‘ 1 
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ACT the Fourth. 

Scene theFirft. zA Flat Wood. 

Enter Cleomena drejl in ClemanthisV Clothes, Semiiis hearing the Cap and Fea- 
ther, Pimantethe Sword. 

■'Cleo. /^Ome, my Semiris, you muft affift a little, 
—And you Pimante, buckle on my Sword. 

Tim. I never parted with a Sword fo unwillingly in my life. 
Cleo. So-How doft thou like me now ? 

Might I not pafs, thus habited, for Clemanthis ? 
Pint. Yes, Madam, till you come to the fighting-part. 
Cleo. Now go, and do as I have ordered you. 
Sem. Ah,Madam,though I muft not wait on you to fight, 

I will in death, ’tis my firft a&,and laft of difobedience. 
Cleo. Do not difturb me with thy grief, Semiris: 

Go, leave me to my felf, and thoughts of vengeance \ 
And thou, bafe Traitor-Prince, (halt buy thy Life . 
At fuch a rate (ball ruine thee for ever *, 
And if I Tall — as I believe I (hail—- .. . . 

,:T. - The 
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The very flume to know lama Woman, 
Shall make thee curfe thy Fortune and thy Arms, 
If thou haft any fenfe of manhood left, 
After the barbarous murder thou haft done : 
But if my better For tune guide my Arm, 
This Arm ( whom Love direct ) to meet thy Heart, 
Then I (hall die with real fatisfadlion: \ 
The time draws on when I Ihould trie my Fate » 
Ailift me mighty Love in my defign, 
That I may prove no pailion equals mine# 

Som. Madam, confider whom you muft encounter. , 
Cleo. Confider thou who’s dead,the brave Clemanthis ! 

Oh ’tis a (hame to weep being thus attir’d. 
Let me once more furvey my TeU— 
And yet I need not borrow refolution: 
Clemanthis, thou art murder’d,that’s the word, 
’Tis that creates me man, and valiant too, 
And all incenfed Love can prompt me to: 
Hark—hark—the joyful Summons to my death. 
Go, leave me to approach it folemnly- 
Come, my dear Sword, from thee I muft expedfc 
That fervice which my Arm may fail t’ effedi > 
And if thou ever didft thy Mafter love, 
Be fure each ftroke thou mak’ft may mortal prove. 

[Trumpets found. 

jExeunt feverally. 

SCENE the Second. 

After a noife of Trumpets at fome difiance and fighting—the Scene draws, and difco- 
vers Cleomena and Therfander fighting. Lyfander. On one fide (lands the King 
of Scythia with his party : On the other, the §hieen of Dacia, Hon. Artabazes, 
and her party > Vallentio# 

Therf. What mean’ft thou to fight as if indeed thou wert Clemanthis ? 

But fince thou art not him thou reprefent’ft, 
Who e’er thou be’ft ’twas indifcreetly done, 
To draw me from an order might have (av’d thee : 
— Who is5t that dares affume Clemanthis fhape ? \f^hey fight: 

Cleo. Unworthy Scythian, whofe reported Valour Cleo. falls:hefioops 
Unjuftly was admir’d, cou’dft thou believe the covert of the Wood to lootyn her. 
Cou’d hide thy Treafon—Treafon which thou durft own too ? fA cry of jay on tlae 

Therf. Ah! Cleomena, is it you ? Scythians fide. 

What have I done that could fo far tranfport you ? 
Clemanthis boldnefs has incur’d your hate, 
But he has been feverely punilht for’t \ 
Andiierein lieu of that unhappy Stranger, 

G Receive 
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Receive Therfunder with his equal Paflions, 
But not his equal Crimes. 

Cleo. Oh Villain, fince thou haft punilht Clemanthis, 
Punifti th’unhappy Cleomena too, 
And take her life who came to have taken thine. 

Gheeetu ’Tis not Clemanthis, but my Cleomena 
With whom Therjander fights—ah cruel Child ! [They carry her off* 

Tberf, Oh whither, whither do you bear my Goddefs ? 
Return, and here reftgn your facred load. 
That whilft \ has life it may behold the Sacrifice 
That I will make of this wild wretched man 
That has fo much offended—difobey’d. 
— My Arms, my Arms, Lyfonder, mount me ft'raight, 
And let me force thedifobedient Troops j , 
Thofe Coward Slaves that could behold her bleed, 
And not revenge her on the Murderer : 
Quickly my Arms, kill, burn, and fcatter all *5 ; • 
Whilft ’midft the ruines of the world I fall. [The Scythian Guards caWy hM 

off by force. 
Enter Ifmencs with his Sword, They all deficnd. 

Ifm, Still thus defeated, and outftript by Fate, 
Refolv’d betimes, but falli’d out too late \ 
Fortune and Love are equally unkind : 

Who can refill thofe mighty Powers combin’d * [ExettrU 

v SCENE the Third. A Prifon. 

' V , 

'Enter Orfames, Geron. 
Ger, May I not know what ’tis aftlidts you fo ? 

You were not Went to hide your Soul from me. 
Orf. Nor wou’d I now5 knew I but how to tell thee v 

Oh Geron, thou haft hitherto fo frighted me 
With thoughts of Death, by ftories which thou telfft { * 
Of future puniftiments i’th’ other world, ~ ;; ; : 
That now I find thou’ft brought me to endure C • 
Th ills from Heaven thou fay’ft our (ins ptbaiit i 
There’s not a little God of all the number 
That does not exercife his arts on mp, 
And pra&ife power, which by my fuffering 
He grows more mighty in—I’ll not endure it. . ' 

GeY, Why not, as well as I } 
Orf, Thou ma;; ft do what thou wilt *, but thtre’s a difference 

(As vaft as ’twixt the Sun and leffer lights ) 
Between thy Soul and mine: 
Thou canft contented lit whole days together, Vi >* ; ; AyA {‘ ;r v- W. 

And entertain thy Lute, that dull Companion* Till 
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Till duller fleep does filence it and thee \ 
But I, whofe adtive Soul defpife that drouzy God, 
Can even dare him in his height of power, 
Then, when he ties thee to thy lazy Couch, 
Where thou’rt fo far from fenfe, thou’ft loft thy Soul *5 
Even then, my Geron, my divertive Fancy 
PofTefTes me, beyond rhy waking Thought — 
But, Geron, all was but an airy Dream > 
l wak’d, and found my felf a thing like thee. 

Ger. What was your Dream ? 
Orf. Why, I will try to tell it thee- 

Methought 1 faw the Firmament divide. 
And all the Clouds, like Curtains, drawn afide: 
The Sun in all his glory, ne’er put on 
So bright a Ray, nor with more luftre fhon * 
The Face of Heaven, too bright for mortal Eye 
Appear’d, and none durft gaze upon’t but I: 
In Jove s illuftrious Throne I only fate, 

' Whiiftall the lefler Gods did round me wait: 
My Habit, fuch as cannot be expreft > 
Iris in all her various Colours dreft. 
The Morning-fun, nor Sun-declining Skie, 
Was half fo beautiful, fo gay, as I. 
The brighteft Stars in all Heav’ns Canopie 
Were chofen out to make a Crown forme *, 
With which^methought, they glorifi’d my brow. 
And in my hand they plac’d the Thunder too : 
The World was mine, and thoufands fuch as thou 
Still as I mov’d low to the Earth did bow *> 
Like thronging Curls upon the wanton Sea, 
They drove, and were as numerous as they ; 
Thither I foon defcended in a Cloud, 
But in the midft of the adoring Crowd, 
Almighty Woman at my feet did bow, 
Adorn’d with beauties more than Heaven can (how. 
But one among the reft (for there were ftore ) 
Whilft all did me, I did that one adore b 
She did unking me, and her wondrous Eyes, 
Did all my Power and Thunder too defpife : 
Her Smiles could calm me, and her Looks were Law ? 
And when (he frown’d,(he kept my Soul in awe. 
Oh, Geron^ while 1 ftrive to tell the reft, 
I feel fo ftrange a pallion in my bread. 
That though I onely do relate a Dream, _ 
My torments here would make it real feem. 

Ger. ’Tis lucky that he takes it for a Dream. 
- G 2 -Pray 
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—Pray do not form Ideals in your fancy, : 
And fuffer them to dilcompofe your thoughts! 

Orf. In fpight of your Philofophie, they mike 
Aftrangeimpretlion on me. 

Ger. That’s per fed: madnefs, Sir. 
Orf. Geron, 1 will no longer be impos’d upon, 

But follow all the Dictates of my Reafon. 
— Come, tell me, for thou haft not done fo yet.,. 
How Nature made us ? by what ftrange devices ; 
Tell me, where *t was you lighted on me firft ? . 
And how I came into thy dull pofieftSon ? 
Thou fayft we are not born immortal, 
And l remember thou wert ft ill as now,, 
When I could hardly call upon thy name, 
But as thou would’ft inftruft my lifping Tongue > 
And when I ask’d thee who intruded thee, 
Thou’ft figh, and fay a man,out-worn by Age, 
And now laid low in earth—But tell me, Geron, 
When time has wafted thee, for thou art decaying, 
Where (hall 1 find fome new-made work of Nature, v , 
To teach thofe Precepts to, I’ve learnt of thee ? 
-——Why art thou blent now ? 

Ger. You ought not, Sir, to prie into the hidden fecrets of the Gods*. 
Orf. Come, tell not me of Secrets, nor of Gods- 

What is’t thou ftudieft for, more new devices ? 
Out with ’em—this fullennefs betrays thee V 
And I have been too long impos’d upon*. 
I find my felf enlightned on the fudden, 
And every thing I fee inftruds my Reafon > 
’T has been enllav’d by thee—come,out with it* 

Ger. I dare not, Sir. 
Off. Who is’t thou fear’ft ? 
Ger. The anger of the Gods, ! 

Who will not have their high Decrees reveal’d,. 
’Till they themfelves unfold ’em in their Oracles. 

Orf. What a re thofe Oracles > 
Ger. Heavenly Voyces, Sir, that expound what’s writ. % 

In the eternal Book of Deftiny. 
Orf. I’ll know what’s writ in that eternal Book, 

Or let thee know what it contains of thee. 
Ger. Wh’at w A you do ? 
Orf. Throw thee into the Sea > by Jupiter, I will. [Offers to tak$ him up. 
Ger. Stay, Orfimes-* 

-’Tis true, I have C emmands from Cleomena., 
But yet the time is hardly ripe for thedefigm 

Orf. Begin your ftory—or by Heaven— 
Ger. I 
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Ger. I fhall—When you confider who I am, v . ■ ■ 

With how much care and toil I’ve brought you up :x m 
How I have made my aged Arms your Cradle, 
And in my bofom lull’d you to your Reft: 
How when you wept, my tears kept time with yours. 
And how your (miles would dry again thofefhowers y. 
You will believe ’cis my concern for you, 
And not your threats, makes me declare a truth. 

Orf Forward, my deareft Geron, 
Whilft I as filent as a healthy deep* 
As growth of Flowers, or motion of the Air, 
Attend each long’d-for Syllable thou breatheft. 

Ger. Be pleas’d to walk into the Garden, Sir* 
And there I’ll tell you wonders to enfuey 
But firft, great Sir, your Pardon for the pad. [Kneels*. 

Orf. 1 give it thee—Gods,this is fine indeed!: 
Thy Language and thy Meen are altered 
Oh how my Soul’s enlarg’d already-—go, lead" the way; [Exemu, 

' ■ - / ' _*■*’*• ' 

SCENE the Fourth. Scythian Tents. 

Enter Therfander, Ly fender. 

Tberf. Leave me,I will becalm. 
For this fame change of Cleomena's habit, 
Has but increas’d my love*—and all my foftnefe™ 
’Twas in that habit that 1 left AmintasT 
Gods! has he betray’d me then ? 
No, I mud not have fo mean a thought of him 
*Tis certain that (he knows I am Therfander— 
But if the bold ClemanthU be Therfander* 
Son to the Enemy of Cleomena 
Yet ftill ’tis that Clemanthvs that ador’d her, 
And whom (lie once made happy with her love; 
But 1 have wounded her, and here remains 
The marks of my difhonour in her bloud*. 
Oh cruel inflrument of my (hameful Crime ! 
Muft the firft fervice thou haft rendred me 
Prove to my Soul fo fatal, that Sword I left Amintas ? 
Wou’d have denied obedience to this hand, 
This facrilegious hand drew it againft her. 

Enter King, Lyfander folut. 
King. How now Therfander, what ftill melancholy ? 

Upon the firft appearance of your fadnefs, 
l thought’t had been for fighting with a Woman 5;. 

ii. i / 

V 
[Dram his StverdL 

•\ 
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But now I fear that could not be the caufe, 
Unle(s’twerefortifi’d by ftronger pailions v 
—Tis not impoflible, but when you faw 
The Eyes of Cleomena in the Combate, 
They might difarm your rage, and teach you love. 
If this be all, HI offer Peace in fuch a time 
As they’re not able to make War againft us. 
And with it Propofitions of a Marriage. 

Tberf. Happy miftake ! great Sir > - 
HI hot deny the Eyes of Cleomena 
Havc'givcn me Wounds which nothing elfe can cure y 
And in that moment when I would have kill’d her. 
They ftayd my guilty hand, and overcame 
The (hameful Conquerour— 
I’ll fay no more, nor give Laws to your bounty b 
But if your Majefty approve my flame, 
I (hall receive her as the greateft blefling 
Heaven can beftow upon me. 

King. I’m glad to find my foil of my opinion b 
For 1 already have propos’d it to ’em. 
Which I believe they will with joy embrace. 

Tberf. All but the lovely PrinceG, whofe averfion 
Is ftillfo great againft our Family, 
That I defpair (he ever will be drawn to’t. 

King. They’ll hardly rally up their routed Forces 
To make frefti War upon us > they’re at our mercy now. 
And as an honour will embrace the Alliance. 

Tberf Pray Heaven they may. 
King. If they refufe, I will recal my mercy, , 

And make them dearly buy their fcorn: ' * 
Come, we expert our Herauld from'their Tents. pExeunt. 

V S C E N E the Fifth. 
, ^ I OX i li i V • / /I til jO - i wU.i. uil/ \ 

- ^ J * 1 r 'if < I r* 

i’tw'p 1 . v ;f>€ ctK! bib mow :v,ri f Jin 
Enter Queen, Cleomena in a Night-gown, Semiris. A Table with Pen and Ink. 

' } 1 * ■■ ’ ; 7 ‘ i : ; ■ !W >: ; •> * ; 

Cleo. Madam, I confefs my felf unworthy of your tendernefs. 
Queen. Ah, Cleomena! you value ray repofe at too cheap a rate, , 

When yOu expofe a lifefo dear to me . ; b'uoTi 
To fo much danger as to fight Therfander. . ■ . . , I - } 

Cleo. I am not the fir ft perfon of my Sex 
Has drawn a Sword upon an Enemy ; - 
Do you not fay he is my Father’s Murderer ? * 
And does he not deprive me of that Crown 
You fay the Gods have deftin’d me to wear ? 

' / ' Qeen. 
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Queen. Tis true, he’s Ton to him that kill’d thy Father > 
But bating that, he has committed nothing 
But what wou’d rather caufe efteem than hate. 

Cleo. Pardon me, Madam, if l am forc’d to fay 
My Sentiments cannot correfpond with yours. 

Queen. What think you of a Husband in this Prince * 
Cleo. How, Madam, marry tberfander! 
Queen. Th£ King has genercuily offer’d it *, 

My Council do approve it, and the Army 
Cannot contain their Joy for the bleft news. 

Cleo. Gods ! let the Council, and the Army perifti, 
E’re l lofe one (ingle moment of my fatisfadfion : 
Is this the hate which with my Milk you made me fuck 
For all that Race } is this th’effedfs of my fierce Education ? 

Queen. All things muft.be prefer’d to th’ Publick good, 
When joyn’d with my Commands. 

Cleo. What you command, I dare notdifobey > 
But, Madam, I befeech you, do not claim 
That cruel duty here. 

Queen. You’ll find it fit to change that peevrfh humour. 
And I will leave you to confider of it. 

Cleo. Gods J marry me, marry me to tberfander ! 
No, not whilft this— remains in my pofleffion 

I muff confefs it is a generous offer, 

AT 

[Queen exit. 

[Fulls out a Flagger* 

How came it in their Souls ? 
Sent. Madam, perhaps Love has infpir d it. 
Cleo. Hah, Love—rthat miracle may be : 

When I refled upon the Prince his words, 
When he had vanquifti’d me—I do not doubt it; 
Then he confefs’d he had a paflion for me > 
I wonder at the fudden birth of it. 

Sem. Madam, your Eyes make Captives at firft fight* 
Cleo. Oh my dear eyes, how (hall I love ye now. 

For wounding more than my dull Sword could do ? 
’Twas Anger and Revenge that gave ye charms, 
Onely to help the weaknefs of my Arms > * ' ; 
And when my Womans courage feeble grew, 
My Heart did kindly fend its aids to you. 
And thou, tberfander, Purely canft not blame 
My cruelty, who do allow thy Flame} 
Love on, love on *, and if thou doft defpife 
All other ways, i’ll kill thee with my Tiyes. 

She fits down and write*. Enter a Fage* 
Fage. Madam, there is without an Officer 

Who bad me tell your Highrefs that he waits. 
Cleo. Admit him—and Page, give you this Letter to the Queen, 

Sem> 
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Scm. Madam, it is VaUentio whom you Tent for. 
Enter Vallentio. 

Cleo. Vallentio,1 believe thee brave and honed. 
Vail. Madam, the la ft I dare affirm. 
Cleo. Tell me, Vallentio, did ft thou ever love ? . 
Vail. Madam,your Intereft,my Arms,and a brave Enemy. 
Cleo. But didit thou never feel a fofter paflion ? 
Vail. Madam, I own, though with a blufh I do fo, 

■I’ve felt the power of two fair Eyes, 
And 1 have wounds that yet would bleed afrefli* 

•Should but the cruel Murtherefs appear. 
Cleo. Then thou art fit to hear a fecret from me v 

— -But hr ft, Vallentio, tell me whom lam? 
Vail. My Princefs, Madam, and my General > 

And one, who from your power of Beauty holds 
No lc-fs Dominion o’re th’ adoring world, 
Than from the greatnefs you were born to. 

Cleo. And you’re contented I ftiould be your Queen ? 
Vail. Madam, ! am---Pimante has been prating. 
CLo. The Army too are of your mind? 
Vail. I cannot anfwer for the Army, Madam. 
Cleo. But—what think you of Qrfamet ? 
Vail. Madam, I think he merits to be King 

In any other world but where you reign. 
Cleo, And what if I would have him King of this ? 
Fall. Why then he (hall be King, if you would have it fo. 
Cleo. Yes, I would have it, by my felf I would % 

This is the time to let the Monarch know 
The glories he was born to j 
Nor can I die in peace till he be crown’d. \_Afide• 
I’ll have this Nation happy in a Prince * 
A Prince they long in lilence have bemoan’d, 
Which every flight occafion breaks out loud. 
And foon will raife them up to a Rebellion > 
The common peoples God on Holy-days; 
—And this, Vallentio,■ I have oft obferv’d * ' 
And kis an a& too humble for my Soul, 
To court my felf into fecurity. 

Sem, Madam, the Gods do difapprove his Reign, 
Which they notoncly fay (hall be but ftiort. 
But bloudy and Tyrannick. 

Cleo. I will expound that Oracle ‘ 
Which Priefts unridliiig make more intricate: 
They laid that he (hould reign, and fo he did. 
Which lafted not above a pair of hours * 
i£ut l my felf will be his Oracle now* ■ • 

4 21 .j . .1 ; ►. j \ . . 
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[T<? Vallentio. 

[Vail exit. 
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And fpeak his kinder fate, 
And I will have no other Pried but thee. 
Who (hall unfold the myflery in plain terms. 

Vail. Madam, the City and the Army are by this defeat 1 
Enough inclin’d to hear that reafon. 

Cleo. Geron already has inflrudfions what to do, 
And you need none, wanting no refolution. 

Vail, If I mifearry. Madam, I’ll be condemn’d 
Never to look a Foe fth’face again. ■[ 

Cleo. Hade, and be profperous— 
Semiris, are thofe Garments ready I fpoke for ? 

Sem. Madam, they’re here—but now what will you do } 
Cleo. Now, I will die—and now thou know’dmy will. 
Sem. Ah Madam, ’tis too much you let me know. 

Denying me t’attend you where you go*, [jVeeps. 
With fuch a Guide I know 1 cannot err. 

Cleo. Alone Til go, the Journey is not far 
In palling *, though I mils the aids of Day, > 
Yet my Clemanthu lights me on my way : 
Why doft thou weep ? indeed thou art unkipd.- , 

Sem. I weep becaufe you’d leave me here behind, , 
Doubting my love. 1 beg you wou’d permit 
That I might give you the lad proof of it. 
J in your lad adventure was too flow. 
And will not be deni d my duty now. > 

Cleo. Thou Ihow’ft a Soul fo generous and free, / v? 
That I’m contented jthou Ihoudil follow me : 
Come, dry thy Eyes, fuch helps we do not need: 
To cafe our griefs, we mud not weep but bleed. 

Enter Vallentio faffing over the Stage, U met by a Rabble of Citizens 
i Cit. Well Colonel, have you delivered our grievances to the Queen > 
Vail* Yes, I have. » . 1 ; rvT 
i Cit. Well, and what fuccefs ? (hall we have a King ? 
VaU. And why a King ? why fltould you be thus earned for a King ? what good 

will a King do you ? he's but a lingle man , cannot redeem the lod Vidory,can- 
not raile up your dead members, no, nor levy new ones. , 

i Cit. That’s all one Colonel, we will have a King: for look ye, Cojopel, we 
have thought of a King, and therefore we will have one: hah Neighbours! a fob- 

ftantial Reafon. ' -yn*?3.13(1) %xM x 
All. Ay ay, a King, a King. % 
Vail. I like your Refolution, but not your Reafon > and mud have a better than 

that;-. V V• nchixi ^ v oii. - \ 

i Cit. Shav§ir5, we^n.give you many,though thatVfufllcicnt^-.aslookyou Sir^'. 
’tis fird a new thing to hav^a.v 
quainted with in our Age *, bellies, we haVe lod the Vi&ory, and we are very an¬ 
gry with fome body, and mud vent it iomewfyer^ yy$u. know. Colonel, wehavjp 

H ■ • v''v■>;<>.i;• • *knfic 

I \r ? i 

[Exeunt. 

mS i 
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bufie Heads, working Brains, which muft be executed therefore what fay you, are 
we to have leave to (hut up (hop, and to go to work with long Staff and Bilboe, or. 
are we to be very mutinous, anddo’tjh fpight of you 

Fall. You (hall not need s go, (hut up your, Shops, gather your Fellow-mutineers, 
together, and meet me at the Cittadel s.but be fure ye are welharm’d, left the 
Queens Guards prevent you. 

Cit. I warrant you for honeft true hearts enough at any mifchief, though not to 
go againft the Scythians b for, Colonel, we love Civil Wars, Colonel, Civil Wars, 

Fall, Make halite, and then I’ll' (hew you my Orders for the Kings Delive¬ 
rance. J 1 ' . . 

Cit, Oh incomparable Colonel.! we will raife thy Statue in Brafs in the Market¬ 
place, and worftiip it when we have done— but harkey, Colonel, are we to give 
no Quarter ? 

Fall, None, to thofe that oppofe you;; 
All, No, no, none, none. 
Cit. O how this will pleafe ye all, my Mates— [Cit.gc out* . 

Enter Pimante. 
Tim. Oh Colonel, the Princefs, Colonel; 
Fall. Well, Sir. ^ , 
Tim. She’s fled away, and none knows whither. 
Fall. I left her in her Tent juft now. 
Tim. Ay, ay, Colonel, that’s all one, (he’s gone juft as (he (hou’d have been mar¬ 

ried too—there’s the Devil on’t y oh the days we (hould have feen ! the dancings 
loving days ! * 

Fall. Gone alone ? . “ ^ : X; ' :. J 
Tim. No, no, that dilfembling thing SemirU is with her i (he oiiely left a Letter: 

for the Queen, which (he has fent to: tht Prince of Scythia. Ohyadieu, adieu, tp 
Love and Mufick*— * [Goes out crying^ 

Fall. This is ftrange.—if (he be gone, ’tis time the King were free—Tlihafteto 
meet the Rabble that it may hot look like an a<ft of my own. 

Scene TherfanderV Tent : He enters: with. a,Letter in his hand open ~—with At¬ 
tendants. ^ ■ * ./ 

... ' H r: • i ; /: - • • ■ ' . I 

Therf. Be gone, 111 read the Letter o’er again, 
And here imprefs thy cruelty, and fee what that will dov 
To fet me free. > 1 
-Cfil L ' ■UXMi;,':'//■ dsrf : CK O - I'-m t.io .. . .vr: 

Therf. reads the Letter— . 1 j ^ 

. Finding it mp§llet.if obey yourunkind Commands^ Iam fled, and 

do refolve never to marry that Barbarian, whofe Crimes are onely known 

tomeno, nor any other that cannot bring me his head; whereto Ifffi- 
pm;*t linir:: vi:<> * a.* wifeArtabaics, 

S v i "j v ;rrV3V7 br»$ t?F. 

If Tcenfuit my fteafon and my Courage, * j f i.jii Cleomena. 

They. 
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They fay I (hould not love this cruel Maid > 
But oh my Reafon, you’re too weak to counlel i 
Til think of nothing then but dying for her, 
Since ’tis my Life (he asks, and here demands it, 
But ’tis in vain to arm my happy Rivals, 
For I my lelf can more devoutly ferve you. 
’Tis I will pierce this unaccepted Heart, 
Whofe flames are found fo criminal-- 

\J>if covers her felf. 

Enter Lyfander. ] 
Ly. Sir, there is without a Youth defires admittance. 
Therf. From whom comes he ? 
Ly. He would not tell me that, but has a Letter, 

Which he’ll deliver onely to your Highnefs. 
Therf. Bring him in, it may be from Amintas* 

Enter Cleomena drejl likg a Country-Shepherd, comes bowing to him, gives him a 
Note. j - 
Therf. reads to himfelf-— 

Guard thee well, Therfanderi for thou Jhalt die by the hand 
that brings thee this. [Sheftabs him j befalls into Lyfander’/ Arms. 

Cleo. Here’s to thee, dear ClemanthU— 
Ly. Help, Treafon, help—- 
Therf Ah lovely Youth,who taught thee fo much cruelty ? 

And why that Language with that angry blow ? * 
Cleo. Behold this face, and then inform thy felf. 
Therf. ’Tis Clecmena ! oh ye Gods, 1 thank ye! 

It is her hand that wounds me s 
And I’ll receive my death with perfedt joy, 
If I may be permitted but to kifs 
That bleffed hand that fent it. 

Enter King, Guard. 
King. Therf ander murther’d! oh inhumane deed ! 

Drag the Traitor to a Dungeon, till we have 
Invented unheard-of Tortures to deftroy him by-*- 
My Wounds are deep as thine, my dear Theafander \ 
Oh fatal day, wherein one fatal ftroke 
Has laid the hopes of Scythia in his Tomb ! {The Guards go to carry Cleo. and 

Therf Oh flay, and do not bear fo rudely off. Sem. Therf. calls \mback* 
Treafures you cannot value. 
—Sir,—do not treat her as my Murtherer, 
But as my Soveraign Deity— 
Inftead of Fetters, give her Crowns and Scepters j 
And let her be conduced into Dacia, 
With all the Triumphs of a Gonquerour* 
For me, no other glory I defire, 
Than at her feet thus willingly t’ expire. 

.> !r 3ff rrari\Y 

[The Guards feize Cleo. and 
Sem. who was juft entring. 

H 2 

[Goes to throw himfelf at her feet, 
they prevent it, and go off. 

ACT 
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ACT the Fifth. 

Scene the Firft. 
•» ' • .1» ' 

A Council-Tahle; the King 0/Scythia feated on a Throne, Officers At- 
tendands, and Guards. 

King. *TT\ Ring the fair Prifoner forth, and let’s examine 
|-4. WhatReafons could infpire her with this cruelty ? 
JLJ -—How beautiful (he is! [Gazes on her* 

- ^ Enter Cleomena, in Fetters, Lyfander nvfF the Guard. 
Cleo. Thy filence feems to Hcenfe me to fpeak, 

And tell thee King that now our faults are equal > 
My Father thou haft kill’d, and I thy Son» 
This will fuffice to tell thee who I am : 
—Now take my Life fince I have taken his, 
And thou (halt fee I neither will implore 
Thy needlefs Clemency by word or fign: 
But if my Birth or Sex can merit ought, 
Suffer me not to languilh any longer 
Under thefe fhameful Irons. \Wtth[corn. 

King. Cruel as fair, 3tis with toomuchlnjuftice 
Thou fayft our Grimes are equal j * 
For thou haft kill’d a Prince that did adore thee » 
And I depriv’d thy Father of his life 
$Vhen he affaulted mine in open field, 
And fo, aS cannot leave a ftain on theej 
Or give the Caufe to fay I’ve done thee wrong* 
But if I had,#wherefore ( oh cruel Maid ) 
Didftthou not fpare that Heart that di’d for thee, 
And bend thy Rage againft thy Father’s; Foe} 
But thou well knew’ft in killing of Tberfander, 
The Fathers life would quickly follow afters 

Cleo. I will not feek excufes for my adfions, 
But I proteft to thee before the Gods,. 
It was not to revenge my felf on thee 
I kill’d thy Son > 
But what he fuffered was for his own fin. 
For he hasbaniftit from me all on earth 
That could compkat my happinefs [ Weeps. * 

-And 
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r And now difpofe my deftiny as you pleafe, 
Only remember that I am a Woman. 

King, What thou haft faid will find but little credit: 
/-But yct-Therfander lives * 
And if it pleafe the Gods to fpare that life, 
I (hall have generofity enough 
To fet thee free in favour of thy Sex 
And my Tberfanders love. 

Cleo. Not dead! why {hould the Gods protect him ? 
King. Her Soul is fure pofleft with fome defpair : 

Madam, I doubt you need not fear his life, 
He will obey and die as you defire— [JPeepu 
But not with fatisfa&ion till he fee you 
Conduced into Dacia. 
I (hould not of my felf have been fo generous 
T’ have given you freedom with the life of him 
Who did deferve a kinder deftiny * 
But ’tis His will,—and poifibly his laft ,• 
Therefore you’re free, and may depart this Camp 
Whene’er you pleafe > onely this favour grant, 
FIf an unhappy King may hope for any } 
You’ll fuffer him to take his laft farewell. [JFeeps 

Cleo. Immortal Gods! how can it be ? a man 
Whofe wickednefs arm’d me againft his life, 
Shou’d (hew fuch virtue in the reft of’s A<ftion»d 
—Sir, I will fee the Prince, 
Not as the price ©f what you offer’d me. 
But that he may confefs he did deferve 
A death lefs glorious than I have given him : 
And I (hall take it well if he will own 
That which may juftilie my offence to you. 

King. Madam, I thank you— 
—Difmifs her Fetters, and if (he pleafe 
Let her have Garments fuitable to her Sex, 

% 

Onely the Guards attend her at a diftance. [Go cut fever ally* 

SCENE the Second. The Grove. 

Enter Amintas drefl likg a Shepherd, Urania /% a Shepherdefs, the Druid, Lyccs, 
and other dancing Svoains, &c. 

Druid. Sir, I’m afraid you made too bold a venture > 
And though your wounds were more numerous than dangerous, 
I am not willing you (hould tru'ft ’em t6 the Air. 

Amin. Father, your skill has wrought a perkd Cure, 

Fo* 
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For which, the life you fav’d you (hall command, 
Vra. Me too h’ has cur’d of all my jealous fears, 

By this eternal Knot ’twixt thee and me 
Which he has has tied, and Fate can ne’er undo; 
—Farther—to you I owe Amintas liberty > 
To you his Life : and now for all my joys, 
Which ft my future fervice can repay, 

-Command with freedom her you have preferv’d. 
Amin«■ Come, dear Vrania, let’s haften to the Camps 

For I impatient grow to fee my Prince: s 
■ Heaven knows what my milhap may have procur’d him, 

Vra. How loch I am to leave thefe pretty Shades, 
The Gods and Nature have defign’d for love : 

*Oh, my Amintas, wou’d I were what I feem. 
And thou fome humble Villager hard by. 
That knew no other pleafure than to love, 
To"feed thy little Herd, to tune a Pipe, . 
To which the Nymphs fliould liften all the day^, 
We’d tafte the waters of thefe Chryftal Springs, 
Which more delight than all delicious Wines* / 
And being weary, on a bed .of Mofs, 
Having no other Canopic but Trees, 
We’d lay us down and tell a thoufand ftories. .' 

Amin. For ever fo I’d be content to dwell > 
I wou’d put off all frightful marks of War, 
And wou’d appear as foft and calm to thee. 
As are thy Eyes when filently they wound. ; 
An Army I wou’d quit to lead thy Flock, 
And more efteem a Chaplet wreath’d by thee. 
Than the vi&orious Lawrel: 
-But come, Love makes us idle. 

Druid. My Prayers ever go along with you * 
And your fair Bride, Vrania, I could wifti 
My youth and vigour were as heretofore: 
When onely Courts and Camps could make me happy. 
And then I wou’d not bid farewel fo foon— 
To fo much virtue as I’ve found in.you. 

Amin. 1 humbly thank you Father, for a goodnefs 
That fhames my poor returns. 
Come pretty Lycex, and thou honeft Damon, 
With all the reft of our kind train y 
Let’s haften to the Camp, during this Truce 
Your little Pvuftick fports will find a welcome. 

Vra. There are no Women in the Camp, my Lord. 
Amin. No matter, thou canft not hate a Souldier, 

Since I am one : and you muft be obedient, * 
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And learn to bear my Bow and Arrows now. 
It is the duty of a Scythians Wife. 

Vra, She that can claim Amintas by fuch ties. 
May find a fafety wherefoe’er (he flies. [Exeunt. 

* SCENE the Third. A Prifott.. 
• * ♦*. ■ 

•i ' 1 •* V, 

Enter Orfames joyful, and Geron. 

Orf. Am I indeed a King b f r 
And is there fuch a thing as fair Olympia 
Hadft thou not been the firfl had told me. this. 
By Heaven thou’dft di’d for thus concealing it v 
Not all the obligations of my Youth 
Should have preferv’d thee. 

Ger. Till now I wanted opportunity', 
For had you known your quality before, 
You would have grown impatient c?f the Crown, 
And by that hafle have overthrown your Intereft., 

Orf And canfl thou now provide againft my ignorance 1 
Ger. Sir, we have gain’d the Army on our fide. 
Orf. What’s that 
Ger. Thofe. numbers that I told you flrould adore you. 
Orf. When (hall I fee them, Geron ? 
Ger. E’relong,Sirfhould your deliverance 

Be wrought by any other means than theirs, 
It were to fnatch a glory from their hands 
Which they defign their onely recompence. 

Orf. Oh how I am tranfported with the Joy! 
But Geron, art thou fure we do not dream ? 

Ger. Then life it felf’s a Dream™- 
—Hark, I here a noife— 

Within. Kill the Dog-down with him. 
Orf. Oh how I’m ravifht with this unknown noife ! 
Within. Break down the Prifon-walls and Gates, and force your paflage— 
Enter ViWtntio followed by a Rabble of Citizens and. Officers, tearing in the Keeper ; 

all bloudy. 
Vail. No killing to day, my Fellow-fouldi'ers, if you can help it we will' not 

fiain our Tryumphs in bloud— [They all fiand and gaze. Orf. gazes on them. 
Ye Gods inftruct me, where to bow, my Knee— 
Bu t this alone muft be the Deity— [ Kneels. Orf. lets him k#eel,and gazes on bim± ~ 

i Cit. Is that the King, Neighbour, in fuch mean Clothes ? 
Gorcl. Yes, goodman Fool, why (bould the Colonel kneel elfe? 
3 Cit. Oh pray Neighbour let me fee a little, I never faw a King all days .off 

my life—Lord, Lord ! is that he the Colonel kneels to 
■ GoreL. 
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Corel. What queftions this ignorant fellow asks l- . (- 
3 Cit. Good lack a day, ’tis as a man may fay-^’tis juft luch another body as 

one of us, onely he looks a little more t err ably. 
Ger. Sir, why do you let him kneel ? 
Orf. Rife, and let me look upon thee. 
Vail, Great Sir, we come to offer you a Crown, 

That long has waited for this great fuppprt: 
It ought t’ have been preferred 
In a more glorious order, 
But time and your affairs permit not that. 
A thoufand dangers wait upon delay > 
Bat though the World be yours, it is not fafc 
Depending on a fickle multitude 
Whom Intered and not Reafon renders juft, 

Orf. T hou art a wondrous man ! 
i Cit. Good Gore/, (land back,and let me fee a little : my Wife loves newalties 

abominationly, and I muft tell her fomething about the King. 
Gorel. What a pox have we to do with your Wife ? ftand back. 
Vail. Now daign, great Sir, to arm yoqr h$qd with this— [Gives Orf. a 

Nay, view it well, for though it be but homely. Sword-, be ga%es on it. 
It carries that about it caq make the wearer prpu4 ». 
—an edge—pray feel if, Sir,—’t has dealt 
Many a mortal wound— ' " _ 
See how it dares the Sun for bjpightnefs, Sir V 
Or if there be a ftain, it is an ornament 
Dy’d in the blond of thofe that were your Euetqie.s * 
It never made a blow orthruft in vain. 
-How do you like it, Sir ? 

Orf. So well, I know not whether this or 
Be moil agreeable to me : 
You need not teach me how I am to ufe it. 
That I will leave for thofe that dare offend me. 
Look Geron, is it not a glorious objedt ? 
There’s nothing but my bright Olympias eyes 
That can out-glitter this. 

i Cit. Hah Simon, did he not talk bravely ? 
Vail. Come, Sir, Mistime you left this Dungeon for a Thronev 

For now’s the time to make the world your own. 
All Jhming-*- Vive le Roy, Vive le Roy. [Exeunt. 

SCENE the Fourth. A Tent. 
»«*~*-* \ ’ * * J , ' j t f ' l ‘‘ r ; , J ‘i ■ t f f f t 

• " . \ * »-u . i> f i * 

Enter Cleo. and Semins dr^ll as, women again. 

Sem. Dear Madam, I could wifh you’d fleep a while. 
Cleo. 
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Cleo. That peace I have not been acquainted with v ... > ) 
Since my Clemantbis death \ * 
Yet now methinks my Heart’s more calm and ftill, " 7 ^ 7 ‘ > 
And I perhaps may thus expire in filence— 
—Prithee, Semirti, take thy Lute and fing to’t, 
Whilft I will trie to ileep— [Mes &°wn on a Couch, Seva* plays and fings* 

SONG made by J. Wright Efqj 

I. 
Fair Nymph,remember all your floorn, 

Will be by time repaid j 
Thofe Glories which that Face adorn, 
And flourijh as the rifling Morn, 

Muft one day fet andfade* 
Then all your cold difdain for me. 
Will but increafe Deformity, 
When ftill the kind will lovely be* 

Compaffton U of lafting praife > 
For that*s the beauty neer decays* 
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Fair Nymph, (forwx 0/ Fate 
Are to the cruel due, 

‘The powers above, though neer fo late, 
Cm *p&e/z */;ry revenge your hate, 

pitilefs as you* 
Know, charming Maid, the powers Divine 
Did never fuch foft Eyes defigne 
To wound a heart Jo true as mine : 

That God who my dear flame infus'd. 
Will never Jee it thus abus'd* 

Return, my dear Clemantbis, oh return, 
And fee ’tis not into thy lov’d bofom 
That I have fent my vengeance. 

Sem. What mean you, Madam ? 
Cleo* But thou, poor Ghoft— 

Inftead of hafting me to my revenge, 
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Oh, Madam, what do you do ? , . iq c. imO olort f* 
I - Cleo, 
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Cleo. Ha! doft thou fee nothing ? 
Sent. Not any thing. . r 
Cleo, Yonder’s the Scythian wltff Gleminihls f ade. 

Or elfe Clemanthis with ‘therfander’s Wound. 
Sem, Compofe yoi?r thoughts,dear 

An idle dream, borft fto'rtl at tr&Bled fatrcxe t 
-How was it, Madam > 

Cleo, Methought 1 (aw Clemanthis, 
As when he 
But pale and 
Like that I gave his Murtherer : 
To which with one of his hands he feem’d to points, 
The other ftretching out with paihonateat^fofts', ' \ [ 
And gating on me,—thus methought he fpoke; vV,^ 
—-See how you recompence my faithful1 fuferngv 
—See the performance of your promifes v ; 1 
Look on this Wound which you have given ftt-f 'Heitt, r 
That Heart that ftill ador’d you—- 
And yet you’re not content with all thefe crueWdS, , 
Though even in your anger and my de2t?h> 
I ftill continue faithful and fubmiilive. 
-Thus fpoke the lovely Phantome. 

Enter Pimante. 
Pirn, Madam,there waits without aServant to the Trince 
Cleo, ne may come in— 

Enter Lyfandet. 
Lyf, Madam, my dying Prince begs yoct rtiay' know 

How willingly he does obey your will* 
And dying ftill implores you wou’d believe 
He’s guilty of no fault but having yntt^ >. 
For which preemption he deferves to die V 

' —But ’tis not by your Dagger, but youtf Ey<£s: 
That was too weak to exercife yottr will,. 
Your cruelty had power alone Co kill *, 
And npw one viftt from you he implores, 
AW&ftdi that* fte’f tfdiiWe you no more. 

Cleo, That I will grant to fatisfie the King 
Lyf, When he is dead — 

He’ll fend the Spirit of Clemanthis to you, 
Who (hall upbraid you with your cruelty, 
And let you fee, in wounding of 7herjanderv r- 
You found the readied wav to Kill Clew'ahms.f r 

Cleo. What means he byWords ?" 
Lyf. He humbly begs you’ll pafdbtv the* rough treatment 

You’ve had among the Scythians, 
Whofe Crown, he fays, Clemanthis promis’d yoif, 
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And he intreats you would afccefb from him. r ■ * 
Cleo. To fend the Spirit of Clemanthisto me-—rn [il 

How this agrees with my fad dream ! ovviM ~r- *,r,,i 
How did thy Maher know— • ?r’f 
C lent an this promis’d me the Crown of Scythia— 
-Sure I have feen that1‘Face before -— • • • d.J f: - 
—Art not Lyfander, Page tb Clemanthis ? ' j; 

Lyf. Madam, I am, and ever ferv’dthat Madey. ,'v 
Cleo. How could’d thou then come near ’his Enemy ? 
Lyf. Madam, it was by his command 1 came. 
Cleo. How! could Clemanthis love his Murtherer ? 

It is no wonder then that generous Spirit - * 
Came while I dept and pleaded for the Prince. 

Lyf. What means the Princefe : ^ ^ > i 
■' *E«fer*Pimante. rfKj^ 

Tim. Oh Madam, I have news to tell you that will *’ 
Make you forfwear ever>6ghting again. 

“Gko. What mean you > 
Tim. As I was palling through a dreet of Tents 

I (aw a wounded man ftretchton the ground i ' 
And going, as others did, to learn his Fate, 
I heard him fay to thofe that drove to help him, 
Alas, my Friends, your fucoours'are in vain > * c ! 
For now I fee the Gods will be reveng’d J V *;. ’ ‘ - 
For brave Clemanthis murther. ^; ; 
How! cri’d I out, Are you then one of thofeii:n V'r: 
Therfander fent to kill that Cavalier? 3;>f! :i v;D 
therfander, cry’d he, had no hand in’t» L1 
But Artahazes fet us on to kill him. 
Here he began to faulter in his fpeech: 
And fure he fpoke the truth > for ’-twas his lad.Xw™' ' 1 v 

Cleo. This looks like truth : TherfandbPstvcty adHoa! 
Declar’d too much of virtue and of honodfcf ^ 
To be the Author of (o black a deed. - 
„_Tell him, 1TI vilit him, and beg his, pardon, 
.-Generous Therfander, if this news be1true, ^ 
My Eyes (hall fpare fome drops for injuring you. * _; 

, r I ■ j • v *0 . ^ ^ t \ r* 

Scene changes to Therfander’/ 'Tent, he in a Night-gotpn fitting bn ,a Couch \ hy him 
the King, Officers, Attendants to them. Enter Cleorticna, Semiris, Pimante, 
Lyfander. Jhe King nfes to meet Cleo. and feats her in a Chair 'hy him. 
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[To Lyfander, who hows 
and goes o#t. 
* ^Exeunt. if! 10 
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Cleo. Thetfander, I am come to beg thy pardon, 
If thou art innocent, as I mud believe thee, 
And here before the King to make confeflion 
Of what I did refufe the Queen my Mother. 
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—Know then, I lov’d \ and with a perfedt paflion, 
The moft unfortunate of men, Clemantbis• 
His Birth I never knew, but do believe . ; , Y 
] t was Illuftrious,as were his Adtions > 
But I have loll him by a fatal accident. 
That very day he Ihould have fought with you. [JVeepr. 

Tberf* Gods! where will this end ? [Afide. 
Cleo. But e’re the fatal moment of his deaths 

Jfmenis’begd to know who did, the Murther, .-J; ' 
But he could anfwer nothing but fherfander^ 

And we believ’d it you: 
Then Love and my Revenge made me a- Souldier y 
-You know the reft- ^ 
And doubtlefs you’ve accus’d me with Ingratitude.. 

T berf. No, 1 (hall ne’er complain of Cleonzenay 
If ftie ftill loves Clemantbis* 

Clco. There needs no more to make me know that Voice: 
Oh ftay, this joy too fuddenly furpriies—* . (J / 
—^Gently diftil the blifs into my Soul, 
Left this excels have the effects of grief: ; r ; 0 4 ; 
—Oh, my Clemantbis! do l hold thee fa ft ? ; « _• \ 
And do l find thee in the Prince of Scythia. ? . ,v. 

King* I lofe my Reafon by this ftrange encounter \ 
Tberf. Was’t then a fecret to my Cleomena, 

That her Clemantbis was the Prince of Scxthia 
%/ * 

I ftill believ’d that was his onely crime... 
Cleo. By all my joys I knew it not—but fur£ 

This is enchantments for it is as certain. 
Thefe Eyes beheld thee dead.. 

Vim. Ay, and fo did I, I’ll be fworp. 
Tberf. That muft be poor Amintas ip, my drefs. 

Whole ftory when you know, you willhemoan. 
Cleo* But oh my life ! the cruel woijnd I-gaye thee^ 

Let me be well-aftur’d it is not mortal, 

rj b 

[He kneels before her* 

[Ready to /wound £ 
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Or I am loft again 
King. The Surgeon gives me hopcsyand ’twere convenient: 

You Ihould forbid him not to (peak too much 
. . » j • '\^ ~ ^ i 1 iT i Tv - X A -• .1 C • ^it * - * - 

Enter a Souldier• 
Sould. Arm, armj great Sir,!think the Enemy 

Is rallying afreftv, for tne Plain is cover’d with numerous Troops, 
Which.fwiftly make this way. 

King. They dare not break the Truce. 
Sould. I know not, Sir, but Ipmething of a King I. heard ’em. talk of- 

mCleo. It is Pallentio that, has kept his word-r- 
Receive ’em, Sir, as Friends, not Enemies y . 
It is my Brother, who ne&e knew till now 
Ought of a peopled World. ' ‘ ‘ 

'ill! I ?£ fitlT.f 
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King. I long to fee that Monarch,whofefriencMhip I tpuft 
Court for you, fair Princefs : 
If you’ll accept Therfander whom I offer’d, 
I do not doubt an happy peace on both (ides. 

Cleo. Sir,’tis an honour which we ought to fuefor* 
!Therf And ’tis to me a blefling— 

I wanted confidence to ask of Heaven* 

Enter Or fames,. Vallentio, Honorius, Artabazes, Ifmenis, Souldiers, &c. Orfa- 
mes dreft gay with a Truncheon in his hand, advances firft, is met by the King} who- 
gaze on each other, 

* ' f - . . * 

Orf. If thou be’ft he that art Orfames Enemy, 
I do demand a Sifter at thy hands* 

King. Art thou Orfames 
Orf So I am call’d by all that yet have view’d me: 

—Look on me well— 
Doft fee no marks of grandeur in my face ? 
Nothing that fpeaks me King ? 

King,. I do believe thou art that King, and here [Gives him Cleomenaw 
Ido refign that Sifter thou demandeft. 

Orf It is a Woman too! another Woman!' 
I wou’d embrace thee, if I durft approach thee. 

Cleo. You need not fear, you may embrace your Sifter— [Cleo* embraces him. 
Orf This is the kindeft woman I e’re. faw. 
Cleo. Brother behold this King na more your enemy. 

Since I muft pay him duty as a Father. 
Enter Queen, Olympia, Women*. 

Orf Hah, Olympia ! fure ’tis an airy vifion— 
Ger, Approach her, Sir, and try. ^ _ 
Queen, Permit a wretched Mother here to kneel. 
King, Rife, Madam, and receive me as your friend 5 

This pair of Lovers has united all our Interefts. 
Queen, Heavens ! what’s this I fee, Qlemanthis 

And the Prince of Scythia ? 
Iherf Yes, Madam, and a man that humbly begs 

The happy Title of your Son—Honorius, 
Of you I ask the greateft pardon— 

Orf I am a King, and do adore thee too. 
And thou (halt rule a World with me, my fair.* 
A-Sword I’ll give thee, with a painted Bow, V'\ 
Whence thou (halt (hoot a thoufand gilded Arrows*. 

Olym. What to do, Sir ? ‘ ! , 
Orf To fave th* expence of Cruelty ^ 

For they will kill as fure, but rightly aim’d.: 
This noble Fellow toldme fo. , ‘ ‘ l i" 

■ ... ,-irm .*? ? r *jv 

[Points to Cleo .and TherC 

[Talks to Olympian 
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Olym. Sir, Ell do any thing that you will'have me: 
But now the Queen your Mother, Sir, expeds.you. 

Orf Inftrudt my Eyes, Olympia \ for5tis lately 
I’ve learnt of fome fuch thing. ... .[Af., 

Olym, This, Sir,—you ought to kneel'to her. -ff 
Orf. Muft 1 then kneel to ought but heavenanU thee^ 
Queen, My dear Or fames, kt my Tears make way, 

Before I .can a {Turn thee of my joy. 
Orf. Gods! how obliging is this kind concern1 

'Nor all my pa Ikon foi my fa il Olympia 
Cou’d ever yet betray me to a Tear. [fPt?eps 

Queen. Thou’it greater need of Anger thampf Tears, 
Having before thy Eyes thy word ofEnemies, 
‘One that has long depriv’d thee of a Crown, 
Through what the thought her duty to the Gods > 
But now repents her fuperiiitious errour, 
And humbly begs thy pardon. . 

Orf I will, if you’ll implore Olympia but to love me. 
Queen. I will, my Orfames \ and ’tis the onelyprefent 

I can make to expiate my fault. 
Orf. And Ell receive her as the onely thing 

Gan make me both a Subjed and a King. , . J 
Oh Get on, idill ifrhis (hould.prove aT)ream'! 

Gcr. Sir, Dreams of Kings are much lefs pleaTant. 
Enter Lyfander. 

Lyf. Sir, there are without fome Shephenjefles 
Who fay they wou’d prefent you 
Something that will not be unwelcome to your Hjghnefs. 

Iberf. Let them come in— 
I'beyfeat tbemfelves. Enter Amintas, Urania mask£, Shepherds, Shepherdeffes, fol¬ 

lowed with Pipes or Wind-Mnfick. They dance > after which Amin, 'bneils'to the 
Prince, Ura. to the Princefs. 

— My dear Amintas, do I'Hnd thee live !• , , 
Fortune requites my fufferings ^ T / 
With too large a (hare of happinefs. * v 

Amin. Sir, 1 do live to dieagain for you. 
lb herf. This,my Divine,was he who had [7iC/eo. 

The glory to be bewail’d by you > for him,you wept. 
For him had almotf dy’d. ‘ r' ['", ~ 

Amin. That Balm it was, that like the Weapon-falve k' 
Heals at a dillance— 

Cleo. Eut why, Amintas, did you name Iherfadder 
When you were askt who wounded you ? 

Amin. Madam, if lofs of bloud had given me leave, 
I wou’d have told him how I cai|ne fo habited, 
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King. Still l am in a mift, and cannot fee the happy path I tread.. 
Therf Anon we will explain the myftery, Sir. 
Hon. Now great Orfames, Yis< but juft and fit 

That you receive the Rites of Coronation, 
Which is not to be paid you in a Camp y 
The Court will add more to that joyful dayr 

King, And there well joyn our Souls as well as Swords, 
Our Interefts a$ our Familes. 

Orf, I am content that thou (hould’ft give me Laws: 
Come, my Vafontio, it (hall ne’er be (aid 
I recompenc’d thy fervices 
With any thing le(s grateful than a Woman : 
—~ Here, I will chufe for thee —— 
And when 1 know what ’tis I more can do, 
If ther'e be ought beyond this gift, ’tis thine. £Gives him Sem* 

Therf. Scythia and Dacia now united are : 
The God of Love o’recomes the God of War. 

- 9 ‘ v jT % . ■* » •** '• 

After a Dance of Shepherds and Shepberdejfes, the Epilogue fa fpok^n by Mrs* Baiy, 0& 
a Nymph > at bis R* H, fecond exile into Flanders*, 
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Ftcr our flowing Play of mighty Pains, 

/Fe prefentyou humble Nymphs and Swam. 

, &ur Buftick^Sports fometimes may Princes pleafe * 
'Sind Courts do oft'divert in Cottages, 
^d prize the Joys withfome young Rural Maid 
On Beds of Grafs, beneath alovely Shade, 
Bove all the Pride of City-Jilt's, whofe Arts 

Are more to gain your Purfes than your Hearts s 

'bofe chiefefl Beauty lies in being fine y 
And Coynefs is not Virtue, but Defigne. 
We ufe no colours to adorn the Face, y 
No artful Lookf, nor no affe&ed Grace. ( 
Noe neighbouring Stream Jerves for a Looking-glafS.y. 
■Ambition it not known within our Groves j 
Here s no difputesfor Empire, but for Loves : 
Ihe humble Swain his Birthright here enjoys, 
•And fears no danger from the publickfoyce. 
No wrong nor infolence from bufie Powers -: 

No Rivals here fir Crowns, but thofe of Flowers : 
His Country and his Flocks enjoys with cafe 
Ranges his native Fields and Groves in peace : 
Not fore d by Arbitrary Votes to fly 
To forein Shores for his fecurity. 

Our humble Tributes mcompeWd we pay. 
And cheerful homage to the Lord of May : 
No emulation breaks his foft repofe \ 

Nor do his Wreaths or Virtues gain him Foes : 
No politickjnifchiefs can difturb his Reign 
And malice woud be bufie here in vain. 
Fathers and Sons juft Love and Duty pay > 
This lyiows to be indulgent, that F obey. 

Here s no fedition hatcht, no other Plots, 

But to intrap the Wolf that ft cals our Flocks. 
Who {ben wou d be a King, gay Crowns to wear, 
Kef left his nights,,thoughtful his days with care; 
Whofe greatneft, nor whofegoodneft canfecure 

From outrages which Knaves and Fools procure ? 

cr, f nffa e f0'le, m you from hence. 
The nohleft ft ate is lowly Innocence. 

Here honeft .Wit and Mirth in triumph reigns, ' f 
Mjfi'-ftand' Love (hallever hleftour Swains, ( 

(b^G olden Age within our Woods and Plains. S 
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